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. Begging leave to dedicate the following Poems to his Lord- 
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Y Lord, no lang ſinſyne I gae three 

cheers, | 
An' wrote upo' the Royal Volunteers, 
Alluding to the day you grac'd the band, 
An' pat the martial colours i' their hand. 
Sae grand a fight, I'm ſure was never ſeen, 
Nor ever will, upo' George Heriot's Green; 
I was tranſported, mair than tongue can tell, 
An' wiſt I'd been a Volunteer myſell. 

| br | Soon 
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Soon after that, ſome diſaffected fool, 

(As gif he had been n at my rot's* 
ſchodl), * || 

Lampoon'd the Volunteers, an', for my pains, 

He ſaid he coud mak free to break my bains ; 

Thinks I, be wha you will, I'll turn the chace, 

Yea, e en tho I ſoud riſk a broken face; 

Syne took the pen, an' gae him ſic a clink, 

Wi' a bit paper fpatter'd o'er wi' ink; 

Nae dou't I gar'd him pen or ſpirits tyne, 

He's ne'er play'd cheep, that I hae heard, ſin- 
ſyne. 

The ſtorm blew by, an' I did keep the field, 

I thought myſell a gey COUrRgEOUS chieldd 

Then ſpread my wings, an' ſang as une a 
lark, 

An' wrote a pram on George Heriot 8 Wark. 

Thae ſcraps, an' a wheen mae, wi due ſub- 
miſſion, 

I wad right fain hae bot) by permiſhon ; 

And, wad you an' the Governors allow, 

J juſt wad dedicate the beuk to you, 


An' 


Mr Margarot was a leader of thoſe who call them- 
ſevles The Friends of the People. 


6 
An' a' the lave who rule our muckle houſe: 
But grant me that, an' I will cra' right crouſe. 
I'll no pretend to ſhine like witty Allan, 
Far leſs like Ferguſon, the Enbrugh callan' ; 
Nor yet pretend to equal Robie Burns, 
Or ſic like chields now ſleepin i their urns ; 
Yet I'm right ſure, ſae far as I'm deſervin', 
You'll a' ſupport your vera humble ſervan, 


D. CRAWFORD. . 
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SOME ACCOUNT of the AUTHOR. 
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Y readers a', baith far an' near, 
Gif you hae ſkeil o' rhyming gear, 
You'll ken the ſtories I rehearſe | 
Are juſt a ſort o' doggrel verſe. 
I neer had wit to be a fool, 
Being little taught at Nature's ſchool; 
An' what is called claſſic lare, 
I'm ſure I hae as little ſhare. 
I was a kintra farmer bred, 
An' haflins had miſta'en my trade; 
My neighbour was the wild moor-cock, 
 YoV'll by the ſample judge the ſtock : 
Then I had horſes an' a pleugh, 
An' ſheep to feed in Clinty-cleugh. 
I'd fields o corn, an' gude milk ky, 
An' milk to drink when I was dry; 
A gude blue bannet on my head, 
An' paritch, a ſubſtantial feed; 

A gude gray coat to keep me warm, 
The ſtorm blew bauld, gif I gat harm. 
Thus I did flouriſh mony a day, 
But waes my heart, whan I maun ſay, 


That 
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That Lady Fortune turn'd her back, 
An' lawyers cam an' ſell'd my pack. 
Thinks I, the day is changed now, 
They've left me neither horſe nor cow, 
Nor gudes nor gear that I can claim; 
Sae I may claw a hungry wame. 

You may be ſure this did me fyke, 
But made me ſomething poet-like, 

An' ſent me to Edina Town, 

Juſt like anither back-gane lown; 
Inſtead o' troubles growing leſs, 

For aught lang years they did increaſe, 
An' haflins drave me to deſpair ; 

I wad nae car'd for life a hair, 

War't no in Reekie I did find 


Gude friends who prov'd exceeding kind; 


An' now I'm ſinging like a lark, 
Within the gates o Heriot's Wark, 
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DESCRIPTION of HERIOT's HOSPITAL. 


0 * 


HIS houſe was built in days 0 yore, 
An' hunger ne'er enter d its door; 
Sak ſcore o' callants plenty have, | 
When either back or belly crave ; | ; 

Its ſtructure's o the Gothic form, 

An' bang' d the pith o' mony a ſtorm ; 
It's firmly built frae ſit to head, 

An' neatly thacket o'er wi' lead. 

George Heriot's ſtatue ſteeve does ſtand, 
Aboon the gate wi' heart an' hand, 
Ay waiting ready to receive 

The freemen's ſons, his help who crave. 
They gie him naething late or ſoon, 
Except about the firſt o June, 

They mend his coat, or mak it new, 
An' gie him roſes not a few; 

Ahind him ſtands a loſty ſteeple, 

Wi' clock an' bells to warn the people, 
To gang to pray'rs, or to the kirk, 

To eat their meat, or mind their * 
There's pictures here o' men an' beaſts, 
O' wives an' bairns, an' greedy prieſts ; 
George 
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George Heriot at his forge an' bellows, 
Preparing for the little fellows ; _ 
His coat-O- arms, the roſe, the ſtar, 
The ſhield, an' inftruments o war; 
Some angels holding up their wings, 
An' effigies o' ancient Kings; 
All nicely ſculptur'd on the ſtane, 

I'm ſure it coſt them muckle pain. 
The Council-room, an' eke the Chaple, 
Grand artiſts there have ſhew'd their mettle; 
The carved wood, an' poliſh'd ſtoukie, 
Wad gar you ſtare an' look about ye; 
In chaple, three big luſters hing, 
Ilk by a ſtark ir'n gilded ftring ; 
The price on them was well beſtow'd, 
For they do ſhine like ſolid gowd. 
I've heard the travell'd ſages tell, 
The chaple here does far excel 
Aught they have ſeen in Britain's Ile ; 
To come and ſee, was worth their while. 
An' eke our Treaſurer“, ilk day, 
Is prais'd by all who come this way : 
The court, a rugged cauſey anes, 
He cauſed lay wi' hewen ftanes ; 


An' 
James Jackſon, Eſq. 


ARE 


An' nicely painted ilka ward, 

c | There was nae labour on them ſpar d; 

An' verily the Common Hall, 

1 | _ Beſt gentry there might had a ball; 
* The kitchen-paſſages an ſtairs, 

} An' ilk place as need requires ; 

I The ſchools did no' miſs his inſpection, | 
An' painted were by his direction. 
Likewiſe it muſt be underſtood, 

That he inſpects the claes an food; 
Nae greater pains he cou'd hae ta' en, 
Tho' houſe an' callants were his ain. 
Now I do think, the weather-cock 
Says, © Friend, gif I may pals a joke, 
Look up an' ye'll ſee curious crowns, 
An' turrets, maiſt like air-balloons, 
New ſpears an' gilded vanes you'll ſee, 
An' this fine coat they've put on me; 
Altho' we mak but little ſound, 

We may be ſeen by all around.” 
Indeed my bony burd,” ſaid I, 

© I final look for cocks ſae high; 

But ye appear baith fat an fair, 

An' nought to live on but the air.” 
The carvings on ilk window-head, 
To ſpeak o' them till I be dead, 
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As Queen o' Sheba ſaid of old, 

A ſingle haf wou'd no' be told. 

On ſouth an' north ſide is a green, 
Where Royal Volunteers convene, 
An' Gentry wawk in {immer day, 
An'-callants tak their e'ening play. 
Our GoveRNoORs are men o ſkeil, 
An' ev'ry thing's conducted weel ; 
Ilk ane o' us do a ſkare, 

Enough to eat, but nought to ſpare. 
This is a clean an healthy place, 

A bleſſing to the burger race; 

All may be happy here who dwell, 
Gif no', they juſt may wyte themſell. 
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ON Lawrexany THOMAS OWEN, 


OF THE REPULSE MAN OF WAR, 
_ WHO CAME AND VIEWED HERIOT'S HOSPITAL, 
Dec. 14. 1796. 


F-w» 


Written before' the Author knew who the Gentleman was. 


© 
PR. 


F HIS day there was a curious ſpark, 
Came here to view George Heriot's 


. Wark : 
1 wiſh'd to know, but yet thoughtſhame, 
To aſk the Gentleman his name. 
I'm ſure he had come from afar, 
And I think he's a man of war : 
A jolly man, upon my word. 
No doubt can handle gun and ſword ; 
And if he can, as I ſuppoſe, 
The Lord have pity on his foes ! 


On 
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On ſeeing Two SERPENTS preſerved among 
SPIRITS in an APOTHECARY'S SHOP- 


WINDOW. 


— E_ 
. 


E. filthy, cunning, cheating creatures, 
L It ſets you ill to ſhow your features, 
Or look up to the land of bliſs, 
Where ye did forfeit happineſs. | 
But think how pride did make you fall, 
And envy made you ruin all. 
With deep-laid ſchemes for to deceive, 
Le did begin with mother Eve, 
And then went on from ill to worſe, 
Till ye deſerv'd a double curſe, 
Which came on you without remead, 
Until it bruis'd your wretched head. 
But now there is another lord, 
Who you to honour has reſtor'd. 
This ſurely muſt be ſomething new. 
A purchaſe to be made of you, 
And after all your evil merits, 
For to be plac'd among good ſpirits, 
And thus exalted above meaſure, 
Among his ſhining balmy treaſure, 

Da Where 


$S n 
l Where he intends you ſhall abide, 
Now ye'll ſet up your noſe with pride. 
Ye lately were trod under feet, 
And duſt was order'd for your meat, 
The day is chang'd with you, I think, 
When ye get whiſky for to drink. 
Jour maſter's reaſons may be good, 
At leaſt it may be underſtood, 
Why he exalted you ſo high, 
Like lords over his property : 
Had ye not introduced fin, 
A fig for all his medicine; 
And conſequently it is plain, 
Le were the cauſe of all his gain. 
But let this be juſt as it will, 
Le are polluted ſerpents ſtill; 
And by good men ye will therefore 
Deſpiſed be for evermore; 
And I'll do ſo, upon my word, 
While I remain—David CrawrosD. 


On 


( 8 


On the Two SERPENTS * being thrown to the 
STREET, when the APOTHECARY's SHOP 
took FIRE by ACCIDENT. 


ũ—üdUUU)m——— — ä ——— 


E wretches ! what hae ye done now ? 
I'm' ſure your maſter fair may rue 

The day ye enter'd his ſhop-door, | 
To bring a curſe amang his ſtore. 
I tell'd ye elſe, on black and white, 
Gude fok like me at you hae ſpite, 
An' now I do barefac'dly tell, 
| Ye hae been o'er lang out o' hell. 
The curſe purſu'd you far an' near, 
An' ye came ſeekin' refuge here; 
An' juſt whan ye were loſing hope, 
Ye were ta' en in to keep a ſhop. 
Your maſter might hae underſtood, 
Your time was paſt for doin” gude; 
Inſtead o that, nought wad ye pleaſe, 
Until his ſhop. was in a bleeze. 
Your arſes then wad get a heat, 
Had ye not fled out to the ftreet. 


But 
| © "ul 


tis } 


But 1 hope there ye winna fail! 
To get a bruiſe, baith head an' tail; 


O wad but Johnie Heigh* come down, 


I'd gar him laſh ye thro' the town; 
An' afterhend I'd like to ſee + 

Ye baith hung up on his black tree ; 

I wiſh I could but keep my paſſion, 
When I do think on your tranſgreſſion, 
Baith firſt an' laſt ; ſae get ye gone, 
An' play your tricks in Acheron. 


* The Hangman, 


On 
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On reading à Book or Pokrax, publiſhed by a 
WEAVER, who gave it out as being all his o 
PRODUCTION, meantime had ſtolen from other 
AUTHORS. Sent to a GENTLEMAN-PoOET, why | 
dwelt near the place where the Weaver reſided. 


EAR lad,- whan ye was in your prime, 
Lou did nae think it ony crime 
For to ſpin out a wee bit rhime, 
Like ither fok, 
To drive away ſome weary time, 


Or Paſs a joke. 


But there are upſtarts now-a-days, 
Some by their pen get muckle praiſe ; 
Ithers themſells as far debaſe, 

For want o' ſkill 
An' ſome do patch up brats o' claiſe, 
: An' ſet them ill. 
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An' what think ye o Jamie Brown, 
He ſurely was a ſouple loun, 
Wha coud come here frae Carnwath town, 
Or e'er he tinted, 
Wi' claith, an' did nae care how ſoon 
| He got it printed. 


He ſays, to ſell it he was laith, 
For his ain uſe he made the claith, 
He ſpan the yarn, an' weav'd it baith, 
An' ew ry grain, 
| Baith waft an ' warp, an' a' fic graith, 
Grew in his brain. 


An' pif the printer play his part, 
As he hath done by weaving-art, . 
He may next year get for his mart, 


A highland cow, 
An' broſe for to keep up his heart, 
The winter through. I 
But ſome folk lie upon the catch, E 
An' there was ane brang me a ſwatch, 
2 „ To / 
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To ſee gif I cou'd gie a ſketch, 
Where he cou'd find 
A piece o' claith that cou'd it match, 
Of ony kind. 


Said I, I never like to wear 

That kind o' claith ; and I do hear 

He'd better gane up Carnwath moor, 
Near to the Cleugh, 

They ablins there wou'd think the gear 
Is — enough. 


Edina's blades I ken fu' weel, 
Parnaſſus' mount they often ſpeel, 
An', gif a birky chance to ſteal 
A pickle warp, 
They're ſure to catch him neck an' heel, 
They are ſae ſharp. 


I cou'd maiſt wad my cutty ſpoon, 
It wa'd gain'd him a pair o' ſhoon, 
Had ye but put his loom i' tune, 
An' come by turns, 
Ay till the piece of wark was done, 
An' wind his pirns. 


C 
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I think the claith is unco' thin, 
It winna hide a body's ſkin, 
The pickle waft baith coarſe an' din 
| | It is alſo *, 
An' mony pirns o' it put in, 
It' has nae ſhow. 
But o his craft I've little {kill, 
An' I do hope I ever will; 
Wi' honeſt fo'k I drink a gill, 
When ſtocks afford ; 
An' am your humble ſervant ſtill, 


Davit CRAWFORD. 


© The author had many repetitions of the word al/o, 


Verses 
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VersEs on the EpINBURGH VOLUNTEERS recet- 
ving their Col ouxs, September 26. 1794. 


HILE ſome for fame, and ſome for 
fun, | 
In high-ſtyle words mak ſpeeches run, 
Il, like my gude auld mother's ſon, 
| A ſtory tell, 
To praiſe the lads who ſword or gun 
Do handle well. 


When they come to George Heriot's Green, 
Ilk ane appears ſae neat an' clean, | 
[ think I never yet ha'e ſeen 

Wha cou'd them match, 
Forſooth, they dazzle my twae een, 

An' fancy catch. 


Our Magiſtrates baith briſk and braw, 
An' men o fortune there I ſaw, _ 
C 2 | wr 
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Wi' gentlemen that gie the law, 

An' look right ſmart, 
An' many others are nae flaw 

To play their part. 


When foes abroad, an' foes at hame, 

The laſt are twice as far to blame, 

To Britiſh iſles they are a ſhame, 
An' ;a diſgrace, 

But our bra fellows will them tame 

| In a ſhort ſpace. 


Theſe wretches are bewitched fools, 


Led on by France to be their tools, 

To rob an' murder are their rules, 

| | In ſpite o' law, 

They'll bring damnation to their ſouls ; 
God fave us a“. 


Had I but filler I cou'd ſpare, 
To reek me out, or pay my lare, 
Wi' loyal ſubjects I'd tak ſhare, 
For gude or ill, 
An' go wi them, gif need require, 
Tho' blude ſhou'd fpill. 
OP eat The 
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The fame o' th Edinburgh Volunteers 
Will reach as far as lateſt years, 
An a“, like them, who now appears 
For Britain's cauſe, 
Will kill our enemies wi' fears 
To touch our laws. 


God bleſs our King an' Conſtitution, 
An' a' who hae a reſolution, - 
To _ us back frae perſecution, 
I them commend, 
Now ye can ſee I'm by profeſſion, 
The people's friend. 


VXRSES 
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12 heard a very daring fond 


Some fay they gat it on the ground, 
| Ayont Jock's Lodge ; 
It fwears it cou'd baith kill an' wound, 
Without a grudge. 


The poor thing dare nae tell its name, 

Nor yet direct me to its hame, 

For fear its friends be put to ſhame, 
But duns my ears 


. The Volunteers *. 


An' gif a birky chance to raiſe 
A loyal ſang unto their praiſe, 


are ſpoken of diſreſpectfully. 


VzrsEs occaſioned by an anonymous EPISTLE, 
found near Jock's Lonox, addreſſed to the 
AUTHOR of VERSES. on the EniInBuRGH Vo- 

LUNTEERS receiving their CoLouRs, &c. 


Come frae ane Orphan that was found, 


Wi' what was thought cou'd maiſt defame 


This 


In the epiſtle referred to, the Edinburgh Volunteers 
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This crabbit thing fu” bauldly ſays, 
In doggrel rhyme, 

His kull for cher gat eee, 
In a ſhort time“ . 


Tho' I ſhould 20 alang the crown, 
I fay, they're men o' great renown, 
Who keep the lawleſs rabble down, 
| An' poor did feed, 
When periſhing through a' the town, 
| For want o' bread f. 


That there are cow'rds, I'll no' deny, 
Who hide themſells, an' hue- an- cry, 
- That they'll the loyaliſts defy 

Wi' bitter words, 
Before they ever come an' try 

Wi' naked ſwords. 


* Tho' he was wight, he was nae wiſe, 
Wy! fic janglers to jumble ; 
For frae his thumb they dang a lice, 
While he cried barley-fumble, 

I am lain this day. 
Chrift”s Kirk on the Green. 
+ Alluding to the liberal contribution of the Edin- 
burgh Volunteers in St Andrew's church, &c. | 
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An' I can tell the dupes o France, 
For a gude cauſe we'll tak our chance, 
Let man for man with us advance 


Up to the Green, 
We'll try them at a country-dance, 


An' clear their een. 


But gif they'll ſay the HI gane doitet, 
As weel as unco cappernoitet, 
An' come to me, and tak the wyte o't, 
They'll hae't again. 
For it's no worth the haeing ſpite at, 
| tell them plain. 


ELEGY 


( 4s ) 


E L E GX 


DEATH OF A PIPER. 


FN UDE neighbours a', come mak a main, 
IF For Jamie Laidlaw's dead an' gane, 
Who dwalt amang us mony a day, 

But cruel Death's tane him away. 

He was a man o little ſtature, 

An' yet right muckle gien to clatter ; 

An' ay weel clad frae tap to tae, 

WY kintra cleadin', hame-ſpun grae; 

An' ilka place he did reſort, | 

Ye ken he caus'd nae little ſport. 

For when he play'd, he never ſpar'd, 

To let the ſlaver down his beard ; 

An' when we chane'd to hae a wadding, 
He final waited for a bidding, 

D But 
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But was right glad where he cou'd find 
A market for to ſell his wind ; 
And when they pat the drink about, 
« Sirs, mind the piper,” he cried out, 
But in a while the pipes gade dumb, 
An' Jamie cou'd nae bite his thumb. 
When he gat plenty in his wame, 
He tint the road as he gade hame, 
Whilk caus'd him for to weet his cheeks, 
An' I hae kend him file his breeks. 
In winter he cou'd fit at eaſe, 
An' mak warm houſes for the bees, 
An' ilka year he gather'd ſeed, 
To help to be-his hmmer-bread. 
In autumn he was never fweer 
To play for ſheaves, baith far an' near, 
An' grind the corn to be his pottage, 
An' fright black hunger from his cottage. 
When he came to the prime o' life, 
He did look ont, and gat a wife, 
But death ſoon took the jade ® away; 
He gat anither, that was twae; 
But Death, that grim unwelcome gaift, 
| Snatch'd her away in as great hafte ; 


He 
Jade was 2 common name the Piper gave to a wo- 
man. 8 


"Gal 


He gat the third upon demand, 

Her name was Kirſty Sutherland. 
Tho' Kirſty was a Norlan' bred, 

He ſaid ſhe pleas'd him i' the bed, 
As weel as thoſe bred i” the ſouth ; 
An' he ſpak ay the naked truth, 
When he had hairns to get baptis'd, 


An' went for to be catechis'd ; 


The anſwers that he gae the prieſt, 
Turn'd out ay rather like a jeſt. 
The body toiling for his bread, 
Nae doubt had little time to read: 
An' learning ay the tither tune 
Took up his time baith late an' ſoon ; 
Or gin a penny was to fpare, 
He to the ale-houſe did repair; 
An' there he was a hearty cock, 
An' cou'd let flee a ſmutty joak. 
At length it happen'd on a day, 
Poor Jamie's pipes were ſtoun away, 
Whilk caus'd him grain an' dwine awee, 
An' than ſhoot out his fit and die. 
Had thieves ſtay'd back, and furly Death 
Gien Jamie time to draw his breath, 
He might be tuning up the reed, 
But Jamie Laidlaw lies cald dead. 
D2 ELEGY 
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ELEGY 


ON THE 


DEATH OF A CAT, 


EAD pouſſie, I was e'en right wae, 
When I came in this vera day, 

For what I wanted i' the pantry, 

An' ſaw you dead aneath the gantry, 

I'm ſure you was as gude a cat, 

As ever hunted mouſe or rat; 

An' neither poverty nor age 

Did gar you hirſel aff the ſtage ; 

As little cou'd I ever think 3 

That you did kill yourſell wi' drink, 

I never had you for to quarrel 

For ſucking ale out o' the barrel; 

But always fand you vera leal, 

An' ne'er pat out your fit to ſteal ; 

Wi' bread an' milk you was content, 

An' never had the leaſt complaint, 


An' 
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An' wrought your wark, while you did thrive, 


As weel as ony cat alive; 

But death on you has been as wks 
As you was on a rat or mouſe ; 

Sae fare-ye-weel, my wordy friend, 
I to the yird muſt you commend ; 
I wiſh I cou'd but ſee the face 

O' ane that cou'd fill up your place. 


To 
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TO A FRIEND, 
ON 
ASKING A PIECE or CLOTH, 
| 10 


MEND THE AUTHOR's OLD BLACK BREECHES. 


— — 


D* lad, I thought theſe twae three 
| weeks, 

To beg ſome clouts to mend my breeks; 
Excuſe me whan I mak ſae free, 

They're worn in bottom an' the knee; 
An' what maks theſe wants mair complete, 
They'll ſoon be out atween the feet. 

Gif I am no ſupplied wi' black, =+ 
They'll ſoon become no worth a plack ; 

To loſe them yet I wad be laith, 

Cou'd I get bits o ſome auld claith, 

Or juſt what you can beſt afford, 

An' I'm your friend, -Davit CrRaweokD. 


A 


( #t ) 


LETTER OF THANKS, 
ow 


RECEIVING THE CLOTH. 


IND S1R, I've got the bits of claith, 
An' think it gude upo my aith, 
I hope you hae no ſuffer d ſkaith, 
Frae what I've gotten ; 
Afore you had, I'd rather baith 
Been dead an' rotten. 


It might fu' weel be recommended, 
To ſerve the purpoſe we intended, 
Now I may get my auld breeks mended 
For little coſt, 

I think it may be comprehended, 

| Saxpence at moſt. 
Then I'm right ſure I will gae trigger, 
Nor catch-the-thief, nor the grave-digger, 
| Thae 
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Thae wretches cut a ſober figure, 


At vera beſt ; 


They re like a ſcar-craw, Rob the Beggar, 
Dr dead man's ghaiſt. 


You are ſae kind, I do therefore 

Send you o' thanks about a ſcore ; 

Gif I ſou'd chance to need ſome more, 
I'll ſend you word, 


Much the ſame way I did afore. 
Your friend CRAWFORD, 


AN 


1061 
AN 


APOLOGY 


FOR NOT ANSWERING A POETICAL LETTER, WHEN 
THE AUTHOR HAD A CHILD A-DYING. 


| | 


IR, I your letter did receive, 
And time to anſwer't I do crave, 
As my young child a fever hath, 

And to appearance near to death ; 
Therefore I hope you'll me excuſe, 

- For I'll not meddle with the Muſe, 
Nor on Parnaſſus will I range, 
Until ſome way there come a change. 


D. C. 
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$I 
LETTER OF THANKS, 


© RECEIVING A COMPLIMENT 
. OF 


BEEF AND BREAD 


FROM A GENTLEMAN, UPON A CHRISTMAS-DAY, 


Sw * © 4 


I Traxx you, Sir, becauſe you ſent 
' To me ſo great a compliment, 
© Of good freſh beef and wholeſome bread, 
Of which I've got a hearty feed; 
When I came in, the news I got 
Was, Davie, there's fleſh in our pot, 
Which was ſent here from Ramſay's yards, 
Weill feaſt on it like Lords or Lairds ; 
You know our barrel was quite empty, 
But now you ſee we have got plenty; 
The 
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The ſight of which did make me ſay, 
We may remember Chriſtmas-day. 
May every bit af it be poiſon, 

If there are not full half a dozen 

Of dinners here, I think, and more, 
Perhaps as near to half a ſcore. 

I wiſh you may be bleſs'd with health, 
And ay be flouriſhing in wealth ; 
And your concerns be bleſs'd therefore 
With peace and plenty evermore. 


12 ox 
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ON . 
RECEIVING A COMPLIMENT 
or 4 | 


POLECAT SKIN, 


FROM A GENTLEMAN WHO WISHED TO SEE 
SOME SPECIMENS OF THE AUTHOR's POE- 
TRY,” WHICH HE SENT INCLOSED IN THE 
FOLLOWING EPISTLE, 


\ 


TNEar Sis, I promiſed to thee 
Some ſpecimens of poetry; 
But after all my pains ang time, 
You'll find imperfeR, vulgar rhyme, 
And nought in them to make you wonder, 
But to behold how I do blunder ; 
And then to have the confidence 
To ſhow them to a man of ſenſe, 
I could enlarge the ſpecimen, 
As much as fill the fumert-ſkin ; 
And more, perhaps, I could afford. 
Dear Sir, I'm yours, —DAviE CRAWFORD, 
AN 


(37) 
AN 
ADDRESS 
10 


RE D DAL R 


Wo. ſome do ſing o Cowden- 
knows, 


An' ſaft ſweet broom thereon that growa, 
An' ithers ſing o' winding Tay, 

An' eke the Birks of Invermay, 

I'd rather hear that pleaſant air, 

The Birken Buſs aboon Traquair ; 

An' all o' them muſt gie the lead 

To that ſweet ſang, The Banks o Tweed.” 
It was upo' thy bonny braes 

That I began to ſing my lays ; 

An' I'm right proud I can lay claim 
To thee as my firſt, ſweeteſt hame. 
I've ſeen thy ſhepherds blaw the horn, 
Thy vallies weel clad o'er wi' corn. 


Tue 
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I've ſeen thy cows, who final fail 
For to fill up the milking-pail ; 

An' I hae ſeen thy limpid ftream 
Oſt gilded wi' a ſunny beam, 

An' there the fiſhes friſk an' play 

As blyth as lambs in month o' May. 
P've ſeen thy banks clad o'ex wi trees, 
An' thro' them come a gentle breeze ; 
An' when they form a leafy ſhade, 
They mak the heart o lovers glad, 
Either to wauk or tak repoſe, 

An' fmelt the lilly an' primroſe ; 
While mavis an' the cooing dove, 
Does learn them how to ſing an' love. 
When flowers does fade, and Boreas' blaſt, 
Tells bleak December's comin faſt, | 
A birky's never at a tofs, 

To dander up to Peebles croſs, 

An' there's ſome witty lown ay ready, 
Can tell him, for a gill o toddy, 

The outs-an'-inns about the law, 

An' things he never heard nor ſaw, 
An' ablins will predict the fate 
That ſoon will happen Kirk or State; 
The tavern then ſupplies the grove, 
An' ſtate- affairs in place o love; 


Inſtead 
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Inſtead o' birds who fweetly ſing, 


The little bell is made to ring 
For ſomething to fill up the glaſs, 
Until the weary winter paſs. 3g 
Now Peebles, thou'rt o' ancient date, 
An' great improvements made o late, 
Sae pleaſant on the brink o' Tweed, 
An' mony ithers far exceed, 
Baith for a ſpacious green an' brae; 
An' I've been thinking mony a day, 
Grit profits it to you might yield, 
Wad ye ſet up a bleaching: field. 
Upon the plain, near by thy ſide, 
Stood ance the ſeat o Roman pride; 
They rais'd their bulwarks on'thy green, 
Theſe till are ſtanding, to be ſeen *. 
Ye've caſtles tow'ring'i' the air, 

An' fine plantations mony a-where, 

Wi' bra houſes, baith but an ben, 

The property o' gentlemen ; 

An' gif I look to Stobo-hill, 

There's ſomething to delight me ſtill, 


The 

* When the Romans invaded the ſouth of Scotland, 
they entrenched near Tweed-fide, about three miles weſt 
of Peebles ; their works are ſtill to be ſeen; and, I am 


informed, nnn 
the kind. ä 
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The fineſt ſlates you can produce, 
That e' er were laid upon a houſe ; 

Or gif I to the mountains peep, 

Til ſee baith hale an' hardy ſheep, 

An' ſouple louns upo' the bent, 
Commanding them wi” cur an' kent; 
An' when it draws to bughting time, 
The luſty laſſes i their prime, 

Come chanting briſkly o'er the knows, 
To meet their joe, an' milk the ewes ; 
An' ilka June, at Linton fair“, 

Ye ſell what ſheep ye hae to ſpare, 
On Kettles Hill T; an' eke the green, 
There's mony thouſans to be ſeen, 
The Highlan' blades gae back an' fore, 
Inſpecting a' the fleecy ſtore, 

Her nane-ſell ay wad tak gude care, 
How ſhe the penny filler ware ; 

An' wow how they'll look wond'rous nice, 
To hear you ſeek a muckle price; 
An' yet the louns are no' to blame, 
For they rin mony a riſk at hame ; 


A 


The markets at Linton in Tweeddale are the greateſt 
for ſheep of any on the north of the Tweed. 


+ A laigh hill, on which part of the market is held. 


—_ 
At length they ſweep the market clean, 
An' lads gae flocking out bedeen, 
To thraw the hammer or the ſtane, 
Ilk to be formaſt wad be fain ; 
The lafſes wi' them gae alang, 
For they wad ay be i' the thrang. 
Ilk ane does ſtand wi' wiſhfu' ee, 
That her ſweetheart wad bear the gree, 
Whilk maks the louns to ſtreetch a point, 
Till they are haflins out o joint. 
But numbers o ye yet can tell, 
I ne'er was far ahint myſell. 
An' now it gi'es nae little pain, 
To think fic days frae me are gane, 


For I am uſt as I were dead, 
To Tweeddale and the banks o' Tweed. 


, 


ON 


RURAL LIFE. 


BY WAY OF SUPPLEMENT To THE 
FOREGOING VERSES. 


IN A LETTER TO A YOUNG GENTLEMAN IN 
EDINBURGH 


\ 


\ V OW, man, will you ſtay a' your days 
Mang Reekie's bugs, the warſt o 


faes ; 

An' no ſtap out to n braes, 

| An' rack your lather, 

To ſee fine laſſes bleachin' claiſe 
In ſunny weather. 


In healthfu' mornings i' the ſpring, 
Yell ſee Dame Nature flouriſhing, 
An' canty plowmen chant an' ſing, 
They are ſae vogie; 
They Il hafſins mak your lugs to ring 
Wi' Katren Ogre. 
| An 


\ 
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An' I hae ſeen them mony a day, 


When they gae out to mak the hay, 

Wi' laſſes there baith plump an' gay, 
Upo' the mead, 

Cou'd ſteal your vera heart away, 
An' kill ye dead, 


An' eke to ſhear they'll gae to wark, 
At the firſt ſtarting o the lark, 
Then caſt to little coat an' fark, 

To mak them light, 
An' kemp away till it be dark, 

WY a' their might. 


There's little time wi' them to ſpare, 
Till cora's a' in, and fields are bare; 
Then for a ſtorm they dinna care 

| A butter-flee 3 


Lads play on ice, or hunt the hare 


Alang the lee. 


When night comes on, they'll mak a' ſhift 


To ſcreen the ſheep frae ſnaw an' drift; 
Then laſſes fit down to their thrift, | 
| An' final fail 
To keep the lads an' bairns i' tift, 
Wi' ſang or tale. 
F 2 
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An' whan they gae to Peebles fair, 
Were ye but, lad, to ſee them there 
_ Sae finely dreſs'd, and frizzled hair, 


An' ribbons waving i' the air, 
Away they ſhow. 


Then ilka lad taks in his laſs, 

Love is the theme o' what may pals; 

They tell their tale out o'er a glaſs, 
An' final miſs, 

To coup a gay ſoup o'er their haſs, - 

| A' then play—kiſs. 


This is a pleaſant time o' life, 
For love and ſiller's unco rife ; 
Ik laſs reſolves to be a wife, 
An' tak her chance; 
Then cry; Play up Eaft neuk o Fife, 
We'll hae a dance. 


An' they gae dand'ring hame at night, 
Nae dout there's mony a weary wight, 
An' haflins lame, 
They'll ſtrive to ſing wi' a' their might, 
Come todiin hame, 


To meet their joe; 


When matters are made right and tight, 


When 
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When they gae hame, tho it be late, 
The gudewife bids them no' be blate ; 
But juſt lean down upo' a ſeat, 

| An' hear her tell, - 


When ſhe was young, that was the gaet 


She did herſell. 


Then they'll fit down, an' wee things clap, 
An' pit ſome farings i their lap; 
Syne gae to bed, an' tak a nap, 
An' wow they re fain; 
In dreams, when ſleeping ſoun's a tap, 
Ilk ſees their ain. 


AN 
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AN 
EPISTLE | 
TO 
. | ] 
DAVID CRAWFORD. r 
] 
I 
F | 4 EAR Davis, thou wha ſings ſae weel 
Within the wa's o' yon big biel, 8 
Tho! o'er the page I puirly wie!” f 
The pen to rouſe ye, I 
Accept thir verſes frae a chiel 
Wha truly loes ye. 1 
Yeſtreen, whan gaiſts the kirk-yard hauntet, 
An' hempies thro” auld Reckie rantet, 8 
Whan laſſes at ilk cloſe-mow plantet, 1 
Expecting ſtood, F 
An' yill-wives licker briſk decantet, 
For drinkers food, 1 


( 1} 


I ſat down bi the ingle low, 
An' gap't, an' gae a lang heigh-how, 
Syne ripet a' my ſhallow pow 
For hamie lays ; 
Reſolv'd to write a ſang to yon 
Before ] raiſe. 


But na, it was nae order'd ſae, 
That I ſae eith ſoud ſpin a lay, 
For ſiccan crooks lay i' the way, 
Whare'er I'd ettle; 
I thought I'd rung a better frae 
A paritch-kettle. 


Sometimes I flang awa' the pen, 
An', thinking, todled butt an' ben, 
But fient a word wad Lucky“ ſen'. 
At length an' lang, 
Thought I, what needs I mair time ſpen', 
She's tint the fang. 


Sae down I ſat, an' gae a ſneer, 

To think the cutty was ſae ſweer; 

Hech, man! I looket unco queer, 
An' quite forlorn, 

Till drowſy ſleep cam flawly near, 
An' laid me ſnorin'. 


But, 5 
* The Muſe, 
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But, (juſt as honeſt Juck wad hae't), 
In a wee while ſome minſtrel blade 
Near bi me hame a haltie made, 
| An' thro' an' thro), 
The wawkin o the Faul he play d, 
Baith ſweet an' true. 


The tune ſae ſaftly he did raiſe, 
(Like Patie o' the gawany braes), 
An' liltet o'er Auld Allan's lays 
Wi' ſiccan glee, 
I ſtartet glowrin' wi' amaze, 
Syne flood awee. 


His hamely ſangs ſae dearly ſtung, 
Swith dreary ſleep awa was flung, 
Inſpir'd ance mair the pen I ſprung ; 
Then be'my fegs, 
The words juſt at the pen-neb hung, 
Like new-peel'd eggs. 


Yet, Dainty Davie, tho' I'd wail, 
An' ſeek an' furrage thro' the hail, 
I'd wad a plack the poſe I'd ſkail, | 
In cracks right lang ; 
An', after a' my fykin, fail 
To mak a ſang. _ 


But 
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But you cra' in a better weed, 

Infpirin' ſangs you dinna need, 

For i' your ſprings your muſe can lead 
Auld hamely turns, 

Which you bring to the warld indeed, 


In dainty curns. 


Aft o'er the lee you've ca'd the plow, 
An' herded on the ſunny know; 
Aft kempet mony a lang day thro”, 

; WY lean an' maſly ; 
An' ablins daffin' preed the mow 
O' mony a laſſie. 


Ah ! Davie, now thae days are gane, 
An' filler hairs their right obtain, 
For youth an' ſmergh will tay wi' nane, 
Lou ken yourſell ; 
An' yet the langſyne ploys fu' fain 
You lo'e to tell. 


Wow, man, whan puir auld bodies bains 
Grow fair wi' age that ſleely gains; 
It's nice to ſee them eaſe their pains 
Wi' unco ſpells 
O' funny cracks, an' cry, We ance 
Were young ourſells *. 


G But, 
* See Gentle Shepherd, act 3. ſcene 2. line 1. 
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J ut, Davie, now I maun ca' flaw, 
An' to an end this letter draw Kon 
For faith again the muſe may fa', 
| An' tak the gee; 
Sae, lad, receive this as a ſma' 

Propine frae me. 


May kittle Fortune eident watch you, 
An' ne'er let Poortith's fingers ſcratch you, 
But frae her girnels plenty fetch you 
In time o' need. 
Laſtly, - may Clootie fail to catch you, 
Whan thou art dead. 


R. G. 


( ﬆ } 


AN 


ANSWER 


10 


THE FOREGOING. 


Ear Ricuis, I receiv'd your letter, 
An' lang, lang hae I been your debtor ; 
For a' ſae braly you can flatter 
A chield like me; 
I'd rather drink a pint o water, 
Than match wi' thee. 


A birky young an' ſwank like you, 
Can ſcour alang Parnaſſus brow, 
Whan I maun creep ahint, I trow, 
Wi' little maught ; 
For by this time I'm made to bow 
Io fifty-aught. - | 
G 2 h Yeſtreen 
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Yeſtreen I ſang the Scotch kail-brof?, 
An' gat my heart aboon my hoſe, 
Than ſpentacles * o' my noſe, 
FByne took the pen; 
1 thought afore my een ſoud cloſe, 
I'd let you ken, 


How I did ſtart whan you ſaid—Gaifſt !— 
Lang ſyne they haunted ſome auld waſte, 
An' wad ſprung out in fic a haiſt, 

An' goblin fury, 


Gard youngſters tyne their ſaul amaiſt, 
| "Tween fright and hurry. 


An' I hae heard my granny ſay, 
Sic things have happen'd in her day, 
As _ ſteal the bairns away 
| As clean's a bead ; 
An' did ſome ill-far'd cankard kae 
Pit # their ſtead. 


Sic tales as thae did me ſae fright, 

Gif I had dander'd out at night, 

I wad rin back wi' a' my might, 
Till breath did fail ; 

I thought ſome diel wad tak a flight, 

An' grip my tail. 


But 
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But now the wives have gather'd wit, 

An' get rown-tree a little bit, 

An' that has made the fairies flit 
Ayont the ſea, 


For, lad, the vera ſight o' hit 
They douna dree. 


Tho” granny ſaw three ſcore an' ten, 
Auld Reekie's tricks ſhe didna ken ; 
But liv'd right ſnugly i in a glen, 

Wi' her tow-rock, 


An' twae-three chickens an' a hen 
Was a' her ſtock. 


The black-o'-vis'd repentance ſtool 
Keeps kintra chiels frae muckle dole; 
Or they were taught at fic a ſchool, 
By flyting prieſt, 
They'd'rather ſtand in a deep pool 
Dp to the breaſt. 


Nae dout ilk laſs wad at him hiſs, 
Who coudna len a lover's kiſs ; 
An' now an' then he ſoudna miſs | 
To ſqueeze her hand, 
Ay promiſing ſome greater bliſs | 
In wedlock's band. 
Now, 
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Now, Richie, gin you loe to tell, 
Nae dout but you do that yourſell; 
Gif no, tho' you ring like a bell 

In auld Scots ſangs, 


They'll think you're as dead as a mell, 


Or my ern-tangs. 


Sic days as thae frae me are paſt, 

I've thol'd the birr o' mony a blaſt, 

An' now my ſun is right far waſt, 
An' nearhand ſet; 


An' eke the muſe is telling faſt, 
She Il tak the pet. 


But, Richie, tho Tm wearing auld, 
An' my twae limbs are like to fauld, 
I hope you will ſtrut ſtout an' bauld, 
An' tune the reed, 
Whan I am lying laigh an' cauld 
| Amang the dead, 


D. C. 


ON 


(5s) 


On ſeeing a Lawyer ſtanding upon Edinburgh 
Street with two men, and a Bee come flying paſt ; 
the Lawyer ftruck at the Bee with his napkin, 
which provoked the Bee to fly buzzing about his 
head for a conſiderable time; the Lawyer re- 
peating his flrokes, the Bee flew away at laſt, 


and received no harm. The following was ſent _ . 


to the Lawyer immediately after. 


AE day a Lay chanc'd to meet 
A Bee upo' Edina ſtreet ; 
He ſaid, You waſp, what brought you hers? 
The Bee reply'd, You're bauld to ſpier; 
But ilka ſcoundrel o' the law, 
I ken, wad ay hae wit of a'; 
Then be it ſae, ſin you wad ha'et, 
I'll tell you, Sir, an' no' be blate, 
I'm no' come here to tell a lee, 
As Lawyers often gain their fee, 
Nor to proteſt a poor man's bill, 
I'd rather never lift a quill ; 


— 


Nor 


„ 


Nor am I hunting for a debtor, 

I'd rather live on bread an' water; 
An' nought ſhall e&'er gae i' my purſe, 
That on my back wad bring a curſe ; 
But as this is the market-day, 

I thought I'd tak a ſtap this way, 
An' ablins wi' a friend foregather, 
An' gae wi' him up to the heather, 
As we hae ſometimes done afore, 
To gather in our winter-ſtore. 


Tun Lawyer wi a ſtormy face 
Did thunder out, Will you diſgrace 
A gentleman who always ſtood 
Sae firmly for the public good, 
Were't no' for us, I'll lay a plack, 
The nation ſoon wad gae to wrack ; 
Indeed to hunt for rogues. I've gane, 
That honeſt fok might get their ain ; 
An', were you ſubject to our law, 
Ye ſoudna hae a cock to craw, 

For you're ay ſet upo' miſchief ; 
Forby, you are a common thief, 
An' ne'er has ought I ken fu' weel, 5 
But what you either rob or ſteal; 


Therefore 


n 
Therefore ſtand back, an' keep your diſtance, 
For gif you mak the leaſt reſiſtance, 


Or play your pranks within our town, 
I will be bauld to knock you down. _ 


Tax Lawyer's ſpeech the Bee did nettle, 
An' he reſolv'd to try his mettle ; 
He ſaid, You domineering dog, 
Will ye compare me wi' a rogue, 
I always mak ane honeſt ſhift, 
An' ne'er had aught I got by thift, 
There's not a flow'r in field that grows, 
But chearfully on me beſtows, 
An' kens frae nature I can claim 
What anſwers me to carry hame ; 
But you'll do aught for love o' money, 
An you cou'd kill me for my honey ; 
But I'll do harm on nae pretence, 
Unleſs in caſe o ſelf-defence, 
Altho' I dance a harmleſs jig, 
About the borders o a Wig ; 
Sae for your law I dinna care, 
Nor for yourſell a ſingle hair, 
As lang as I can wag my wing, 
I will hae at you wi' my ſting. 


H | Taz 


— — — _ 
. 


080” } 
Tux Lawyer ſaw he coud nae ſhuffle, * 
He then began a furious ſcuffle, 
An' pelted on wi” à his ſpeed : 
The Bee ay ettled at his head ; 


But frighted he might get a ſkelp 
Frae ſome that might the Lawyer help, 


He curs'd him black, then off flew he, 
The Lawyer ſaw nae mair the Bee. 
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ON 


( 59 ) 


ON 


ASKING A BRASS HEAD 


FOR 


A PAIR OF TONGS 


FROM. 
A YOUNG LADY. 


A JOKE. 


1 bidden write to you, Miſs B——n : 
, Whan Tibby ſtruck me o'er the crown 

Wi' the ern-tings, ſhe tint their head, 

It flew awa' as clean's a bead ; 

Now, ſhe'll ca you a wordy laſs, 

Coud you find ane amang the brafs*. 

She'll thank you for the compliment, 

An' afterhend ſhe'll ay tak tent, 

How ſhe again lays on the ſtroke, 

For my auld ſkull ſhe might hae broke; 
Forby, the tings have tint the head, 

J might been haflins killed dead. 

H 2 COPY 
The Lady's father is a founder. 


el 


r 
OF 
A VALENTINE, 


SENT TO A YOUNG WOMAN, AN INTIMATE AC- 
QUAINTANCE OF THE AUTHOR. 


Hax night when valentines were drawn, 

You ſtraight did come into my hand, | 

Then from my hand into my heart, 

And ever ſince you did not part; 

Since to my heart you are directed, 

Let yours and mine be ſtill connected; 

And if for this you have no taſte, 

Send me an anſwer back in haſte; 

But if my ſuit you do affect, 

Then ſee not after to reflect; 

And if with it you can't agree, 

Send back my valentine to me. 


AN 


( 6x.) 


AN 


ANSWER TO THE FOREGOING, 


AT THE 


DESIRE OF THE YOUNG WOMAN. 


OUR luck was gude, nae doubt, you 
| thought, 
When to your hand my name it brought, 

As you did ſignify yeſtreen, 

By a fine painted valentine ; 

But keep it eaſy on your mind, 

Sin love frae me you canna find ; 
For whether yours be love or jeſt, 

I canno' grant your firſt requeſt ; 

I gie you thanks for your regard, 
Nae dou't it's but a ſma reward ; 

An' by this you may underſtand 
Your valentine's ſafe to your hand. 
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A 
LETTER, 


SENT TO A GENTLEMAN, 


WHO HAD ADVISED THE AUTHOR TO BE A VOLUNTEER, 


But was rejected on account of Age. 


EAR SIR, laſt night I gave a call, 
As was propos'd, at Merchants-hall. 
When Col'nel Crichton knew my age, 
He ſaid he could not me engage. /\ 
1 found my heart began to dunt, | 
I thought it rather an affront, 
There's volunteers that I can ſee, 
Both old, and weaker men than me. | 
I never meant to pocket pay, 
But juſt to learn the art to play, 


In 
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( 63 ) 


In caſe invaſion ſhould take place, 
To meet a Frenchman in the face, 
As bold as others in the core, 

Upon a field where cannons roar, 
Although I am on the decline, 
Perhaps I might ſtand one campaign. 


D. C. 


TO 


(G6 ) 


89 


. 


A BROTHER POET, 
'ON HIS RETURN FROM A TOUR TO ITALY, 


| Who wiſhed to have ſome Converſation with the Author, 
over @ Glaſs. 


8 theſe will ſhow I am the man 
Lou ſaw at number thirty-one, 
On the South Bridge, as you did paſs, 
And wiſh'd with me to drink a glaſs. 
I hear you have got mother-wit, 
And bring it out as you think fit ; 
But that's not all; they tell to me, 
You purchas'd wit beyond the ſea ; | 
And from that treaſure you poſſeſs, 
You're very chearful at a glaſs, | 
And many ſtories can rehearſe, 
Juſt as you pleaſe, in proſe or verſe ; | 
For 
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For me, I need make no pretence 
Either to manners or good ſenſe, 

My words miſplac'd and out of ſeaſon, 
And often neither rhime nor reaſon ; 
Nevertheleſs, when I get time, 

I whiles compoſe ſome ſcraps of rhime, 
And ſometimes urg'd againſt my will, 
To pleaſe ſome fools juſt like myſell ; 
But if you'll take me as I am, 

I'll match you at a ſingle dram, 

On any lawful night you chuſe, 


If Im in health I'll not refuſe, 


Betwixt the hours of ſix and nine, 
Either of theſe which you deſign ; 

And place of meeting ſend me word. 
Your ſervant, Sir, —David CRaweorD.. 


( 


ON 


DRINKING 


GILL OF WHISKY. 


TAE were twae birkies on a day, 

Gade out to tak a wee glif play, 

An' did reſolve to drink a gill, 

Leſt ony mair ſhou'd do them ill; 

Whan they gade to the public houſe, 

The man o filler was ſae cruſe, 

He cried, Bring here a gill i in haſte, 

For we hae little time to waſte ; z 

The landlord, you may underſtand, 

Cou'd quickly anſwer their demand, 

An' ſaid, I'm juft a cavey makin”, 

That I twa chickens hae to pack in, 

But I am ſure I dinna ken 


Whilk is the cock, and whilk the hen. 


Says 
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Says ane, I'll tell you in a crack ; 
But juſt as he had turn'd his back, 
The tither play'd him fic a pliſky, 

As drunk up a' the gill o' whiſky ; 
When he had gren the beſt o' ſkill, 
He cam to ſet about the gill, 

But he the landlord did ſurpriſe, 
You've gi'en us a toom ftoup, he cries ; 
The landlord ſaid, That cannot be, 

I'm ſure I fAlFd it to the ee, 

This I cou'd fay upo* my aith, 

I fear ſome loun has done me ſkaith ; 


The tither a' the while ſat dumb, 


An' never ſeem'd to faſſ his thumb, 


Which made them ſeriouſly to think, 


What eaud come o the wee ſoup drink; 
But when the matter was found out, 


It caus'd a laugh you needna dout, 
Anither gill muſt mak amends, 
For what was loſt by judging hens. 


12 


( 6 ) 


A 


FAREWELL 


10 


A PORTER, 


WHO WOULD NOT STAY IN HERIOT's Hos - 
PITAL, BUT PRETENDED HE WOULD DO BET- 
TER TO TAKE HIS CHANCE IN LONDON. 


AREWEEL, my honeſt Davie Graham, 
But I think, lad, you are to blame, 
Becauſe you winna ſtay an' bark 
About the gates o' Heriot's Wark. 
It's a great matter, now-a-days, 
To get ſome meat an' brats o' claiſe 
Where you get that you coſh may ſit, 
But fools are ay right fond to flit; 
Altho' to London you ſhoud gang, 
You'll no get ſiller there ding-dang ; 
* There's 


( 69 ) 
There's naething there, I really fear, 
To get for naething, mair than here; 
But, Davie, {in you will away, 
I wiſh you weel whare'er you gae, - 
For came I to you late or ſoon, 
I final fand you out o tune; 
But whan you chanc'd to get a gill, 
Ay ready wi the ſnichen- mill; 
In ſhort, you are a hearty cock, 
An' can baith tak an' gie a joke, 
But we will hae nae mair fic ſportin', 
You maun away an' try your fortune ; 
l wiſh, dear lad, you may come ſpeed, 
An' plenty get in time o need. 


ON 


DPD 


1 
) 
* 


ON 
EE RECEIVING A SHOCK ü 


FROM 


XN ELECTRICAL MACHINE, 


WHEN THE AUTHOR WAS TROUBLED WITH PAINS, 


ASTER o' med'cine, Robie Scott, 
Lou ſee I hae not yet forgot, 
How I maiſt lap out o my coat, 
Whan your machine 
Cuſt "* upo me like a ſhot, 
— Laſt Friday een. 


When I fit down to reſt my bains, 
The blude rins ſlowly i my veins, 
Whalk often pierceth me wi Pains, 
Maiſt to the heart; 
But yon will fright what yet remains, 
It comes ſae ſmart. 
z Therefore, 


TT WG 


Therefore, Dear Sir, I hae a mind, 


While you remain ſae vera kind, 
To mak Diſeaſe baith lame an' blind, 


| Upon my word, 
Tho' they ſhoud come wi' ſtrength combin's, 
_ You'll help afford. 


\ 


ON 


| 72) 


on 
A POOR MAN, 


' WHOM A NON-RESIDING GENTLEMAN PLACED UPON HIS 
ESTATE AS UNDER FACTOR ; AND HE TURNED so VAIN , 
THAT HE OPPRESSED THE FARMERS AND WORK. MEN TQ 


THE UTMOST OF HIS POWER. 


OME ſay this world as it ſtands 
Was never made with any hands, 
Nor yet by higher pow s, | 
But atoms toſſing to and fro 
Congeal'd, and then there was a ſhow | 
Of herbs, trees, fruits, and flow'rs, 


If this be true, as it is ſaid, 
A hundred worlds might have been made, 
For atoms are not ſcarce ; 
And there was one came here of late, 
"Tis wiſh'd he'd never ſeen the gate; 
He's the theme of my verſe. 


When 


(73) 


When he came here, he ſtood in need 
To labour hard to gain his bread, 
And glad to do the ſame ; 
But ſo it did fall out by chance, 
Our great Goodman did him advance, 
For which he was to blame. 


Then many atoms, as I hear, 
Came toſſing round for to admire, 

This great proud little thing ; 
They flatter'd him, to my ſurpriſe, 
And prais'd the creature to the ſkies, 
As he had been a King. 


This made me for to ftand and gaze, 
For it did greatly me amaze, | 
To hear the wee things gab ; 
When I maiſt glowred out my een 
Nought was about him to be ſeen, _ 
Worth notice, but the ſcab“. 


But what is worſe {till does appear, 


He is as proud as Lucifer, | 
When he gets on to ride, 


To gather in his maſter's coin, 
No other atom could him join, 
| For that vile thing call'd Pride. 
K Then 


* He had the ſcurvy. 


( 74 ) 
Then, next, by turns there did appear, 
Some female atoms peeping here, | 
| That they may him adore; 
They do not ſpare to ſtretch their limb, 


But come and make a god of him, 
And worſhip him therefore *, 


I'm ſure they'd better get a ſwing 
Into two fathom of a ſtring, 

| Who need his pity crave ; 
For he will make them, I am ſure, 
So far as he has any pow, 


A beggar or a flave, 


While he continues on his throne, 
Great homage to him muſt be done, 
| Or elſe he will diſgrace 
The honeſt, ſilly, poor work-men, 
And thieves and robbers call each one, 
And put them out of place. 


If he doth reign till Willy F come, 

His honour will turn out a hum, 
* He was flattered both by men and women. 
+ The Landlord. 


And 
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And who will me miſtruſt ? 
He's now exalted to the ſkies, 
He'll then be laid, with great ſurpriſe, 
Quite level with the duſt. 


His feigned friends will then embrace 
That time, and quickly turn the chace, 
And rattle like a drum; 
That happy moment they will take 
And world's wonder of him make, 
And never faſh their thumb. 


If any one ſhould laugh at me, 

And ſay, O fy ! who can this be, 
That telleth ſuch a whim ? 

I can reply, I am a witch, 

Who thought I found it in a ditch, 
When I was in a dream, 


On 


— 
n "x 


EY 


On ſeeing a Tailar paſs and repaſs along the 
South Bridge upon horſeback, in the month of 
September, the ſame year that the Caledonian 
Hunt was at Leith. The following was ſent 

10 his Wi oe. 


ADAM, yae day, on the South Brig, 
Ane rade alang baith neat an' trig, 

But having to look thro the glaſs, 

I coud nae rightly ſee his face ; 

But I thought he did look as bauld 

As Alexander did of auld, 

An' ſae majeſtic on his horſe, 

He'd caſt a figure at the corſe. 

Thinks I, is this ſome Engliſh ſquire, 

Ablins frae Lonon the Lord Mair, 

Come down to ſee the diff rent places, 

An' wait on the October races; 
At leaſt he ſurely was a Laird, 

Or Captain d the King's Life-guard ; 


When 


6 


When a mob riſes, it to ſettle, 

Nae dout but he coud try its mettle. 
While I was in this heſitation 

Ahout him an' his occupation, 

He did return, as I declare, 

It was a tailor on a mare ; 

Gif you this ſight ſoud chance to ſee, 
Tak care an' no beguiled be ; 
For this gude cauſe I ſend the ſport, 
An' I'm right ſure you'll thank me for't. 


10 


78) 


TO AN 
ACQUAIN TANCE IN THE COUNTRY, 


WHO DESIRED THE AUTHOR TO SEND HIM 
A SPECIMEN OF HIS POETRY. 


TOW I hae ſent you, Jamie Blair, 
A ſpecimen o' rhyming ware, 
You do as weel deſerve a ſhare 

As ither fok ; 
I think you, lad, I do declare, 
| A hearty cock. 


Perhaps ſome critics no weel-bred, 
Will ſay that I miſtook my trade, 
As naething worth while to be read, 
Comes frae my pen; 
Tell them, to pleaſe a comerade, 
Is all I mean *. 
Now 


* The Author at that time did not mean to publiſh his 
Poems, * 


( 0] 
Now I expect to ſee you ſoon, 
Ablins or this ſame month be done; 
Gif we meet in the afternoon, 
| . Tak you my word, 
You'll need ſome help hame frae the moon. 
Davix CRAWFORD. 


680 


T0 


ANDREW SHIRREFS, A. M. POET, 


ON READING HIS SHOP-BILL. 


Ear Lap, I had a gude deſign 
Of writing you a gude while ſyne, 
But ſomething elſe cam i' my head, 

An' dang it out as clean's a bead, 

Ay till I read your catalogue, 

Of beuks juſt i the greateſt vogue, 

I cuſt my coat, an' took the pen, 

To let a wordy brither ken, 

That I wiſh trade my turn the ſcale, 

An' you may get baith fleſh an' kail “. 


Nae dou't you'll wonder whae cou'd venture, 


To write the poet an' the printer, 
An' ſtationer in Shakeſpeare-ſquare, 
Let never ſaw you ony where; 


But 


_ * Mr Shirrefs was complaining of dull trade, 


— 
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But as to that, it maks nae matter, 
Or a' be done, you'll ken me better; 


You'll find my judgement is but ſhallow ; 


But I'm grown up fae big a fallow, 


That Andrew Shirrefs an' his crutch “, 


Coud maiſt creep in o' my coat- pouch; 


Yet you can me outſhine as far, 
As Sol outſhines a blinking ſtar, 
Wi' poetry an' ready wit, 
Lou on the head the nail can hit; 
An' what can help to mak you droller, 
They tell me you're a noble ſcholar, 
An' vera quick can ſee a blunder, 
Meantime you can wink at a hunder; 
Whereas I coud maiſt wad a groat, 
Gif ane try on a poet's coat, 
Ik ſnarling critic he maun thole, 
That will be ſcraping for a hole; 
But let them een baith ſcrape an' bark. 
I'Il let you ken frae Heriot's Wark, 
I fain wad come ſome afternoon, 
An' gif your chanter be in tune, 

| L 1 


Coud 


* He is alſo under the neceſſity of uſing crutches, 
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Cond we but get a gill to weet her, 

She'll ablins play baith loud an' ſweeter ; 
Gif you agree, juſt ſend me word, | 
An' I'm your friend, —<Davie CRAWFORD, 


1 


HERIOT's HosprrAl, 
Dec. 1795. 


AN 
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als. 
ANSWER 


THE FOREGOING. 
— 


HAT can you be, that mints to bark, 
An' write me ſae frae Heriot's Wark ? 
To treat me like a ſcaramouch, 
That's ſcarce proviſion for your pouch 
Een tho” attended by a crutch, 
Of which I've ſung an' ſaid fo much 
I wonder that you're nae aſham'd ! 
You ſoud hae trembled, when you nam'd 
A ſtick, that gin ye ance had kent it, 
I dinna doubt nor you'll repent it, 
That e'er you was ſae blate or blunt, 
As offer d fic a baſe affront ! 
It has ſae lang been us'd to rule, 
An' quiet mony a daring ſoul, 
| L 2 Your 


1 . } 

Your gab to it you ne' er ſoud crooket, 
| | I ſhanna anſwer how 'twill bruik it; 
Unleſs you humbly mean and ſhew, 
You to its nod ſubmiſſive bow; 


1 And thus, mayhap, mak up the matter, 
| When anes ye are acquainted better. 


You neither ken my crutch nor me : 
| And, by my trogs, I'm plain to tell, 
= I wiſh you rightly ken yourſell. 
| Nor need ye tak the hint amiſs, 
For I'll be, plain to tell you this, 
They're no beſt wi' themſells acquainted, 
That tak the matter juſt for granted. 
Sic conduct, troth, is far frae bony, 
Tho' tis the caſe wi rather mony : 
Nor wad I for a ſaxpence ſwear, 
That o' fic faut I'm wholly clear, 
But, then, it is nae mighty wonder, 
'Tho' ane that's lame ſoud mak a blunder, 
Or whiles tak mair in hand, indeed, | 
Than what he rightly can mak guid. 
It's nae a' grain gaes in the happer, 
And ane that has four feet will ſnapper. 


| 

| | Ah, lad! I very plainly ſee, 
| 
| 
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Altho' you maybe dinna ken it, 
You ſeem as much a cook's a poet; 
Whan you can mak ſae ſtrange a ſplutter, 
An' ſyne beſpatter fok wi butter, 


As gin you thought, ance you miſca them, 
Twad mak amends to puff and bla them. 


But that you mayna think I hout you, 
You've clear poetic ſigns about you ; 
For your epiſtle brings conviction, 

That you deal very much in fiction, 

And uſe that privilege, moſt darum, 

That's term'd, Licentia Poetarum. 

But, tho' a poet licens'd be, 

To tell, at times, a wee bit lee; 

Yet, he ſoud ay ſae ſmoothly ſkin it, 

As ſeem to had /ome truth within it, 

Nor leave a hole without a clout, 

At which the diel may glowr brazid out; 

But patch and poliſh, ere he leave i it, 
 Sae as a body can believe it. 

Elſe a' the hope he has o Fame, 

Altho' ſhe may beſtow a name, 

Is, that ſhe'll at his folly ſneer, 

And ſay, Henceforth I crown you har. 
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You'll maybe think I gae o'er far, 
But you hae loupt o'er ilka bar, 
That's meant to guide the poet's wings, 


Or ſtop him, when he mounts and ſings. 


And 1 ſhall dearly prove it ſac, 

Afore T meikle farer gae ; 

For, tho' ye may lay claim to fictions, 
You ſoud ſteer free o contradifions. 


Now, you ſet out wi nae fma grace, 
As you were o' Goliah's race, 


And treat my truſty crutch and me, 


As we were naething i' your ee: 
Or, what a greater ſhame ſure is, 


The clout wi whilk ane dights his nis, 
And you coud ſtow,s, wi as grit eaſe, 


As ane wad do his bread and cheeſe, 


I'm ſure, I never ſhaw'd fic ſcorn, 
Towards my empty ſaiſhen-horn, 
Whan I had ſcrap'd her round about, 
And coudna fin as meikle out, 

Een frae the bottom to the brim, 
As pit my grainin nib in trim. 


Syne, 
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Syne, aſter you hae made's ſae ſma, 
And treatet's war than a fit-ba, 
As quick as I coud tak a ſniſhen, 
You frae a giant turn magician ; 

As you coud mak a mote a mountain, 
Or Arthur's-ſeat a corn-buntan. 

Juſt, on the firing of a gun, 

You've me transform'd into the ſur ; 
And you, ſo late a man of war, 

Into a wee bit blinkin ſtar. 

If this is not a contradiction, 
It needs, I think, a wee reſtriction. 
If you a /imule intend it, 

I think you eaſily may mend it. 

It wadna been fae great diſtortion, 
And nearer to your firſt proportion, 
Had I been turn'd a mealy mou/ic, 
And you yourſell auld wylie pouſie; 
Or, nae to ſtoop ſae freely low, 

And what woud be mair apropo, 

You GULLIVER, by ſubſtitution, 
And Ja wee bit Lillipulian. 


But, laying jokes a wee aſide, 
Gin ye be ſic an a hide, 


And 
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And of ſic ſtrange gigantic ſtature, 
You hae nae marrow, ſure, in nature, | 
Now, gin it really can be ſo, | 
You'd mak a noble poppey-ſhow ; | 
And were you mine, friend, I wad hope 
To mak mair by you than my ſhop, 
Or ony trade e'now that's driving, 
For finta mony o' them's thriving ; 
Nor winna do, I meikle fear, 
As lang's this war hads ſic a ſteer. 
For me, it's dung me fairly down, 
Nor ken I, gin Ill Cer get roun, 
Till it has left me nought ava, 
Stool to my doup,. nor cock to cra. 
I wonder meikly, in fic times, 
How chiels, like you, wi' fearfu' weams, 
Can get their cravings ſatisfy'd, 
Or ony thing maiſt near ſupply'd ; 
For it's no eaſy, let me tell you, 
E'now to fork for back and belly. 
Twad need to be a gay braid board, \ 
That can ſic gueſts as you afford. 
A mercy tis, few ſic are framin, ; f 
Dr elſe you, ſure, wad breed a famine. | 
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Gude ſafe me! man, how can you think, 
That I wi you am fit to drink? 
Gin a' your parts be in proportion, 
You're ſurely fit to drain the ocean ; 
And ane like me wad ſure be fi, 
Afore that you coud weet your mow ! 


I kenna, man, in Shakeſpeare-ſquare, 
For a' the dainty ſoups are there, . 
E'en tho' they'd drain their bowies gizen, 
Gin they wad haflins wet your wizen. 
You hae nae chance to get your ill, 
Elſe, haith, you mith do meikle ill. 

Had you anes fairly in your barrel, 

It wad be awfu' ſoud you quarrel, 
Unleſs we gat the French before you, 
Sin you mith get a pour o glory, 
And do your country meikle guid, 
E'now, in fic a time o. need. 


Were battles fought now as of cla, 
You mith be worth your weight in gold; 
And Wallace feats as far exceed, 

As does the Nile, the humble Teer. 


Altho' I ſcarcely think they will, 
Sae far as I hae ony {kill, 
M 
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Yet, ſoud the French, as now they threat, 
Invade us, we'll hae little ſtrait 
To gar them foon their raſhneſs rue, 
As lang's we hae the like o' you. 
I kenna, gin you wad hae need, 
Of ony thing upo your head, 
The ſtull, mayhap, may do as weel 
As helmit made o braſs or ſteel ; 
But, gin you had a coat o' mail, 
To cover you frae head to tail, 
Or coud you get a proper hide, 
That ſword or bullet wad abide ; 
You, then, mith fell the French, like flaes, 
And fling them o'er our haughs and braes : 
Or gin, as very like it might, 
You chanc'd to ſicken at the ſight 
O' lic a meager, lean-like crew, 
And you ſoud be inclin'd to ſpew, 
Should they your ſtamach fairly turn, 
They mith hae ſtill mair cauſe to mourn. 


Ay, couk, I'm ſure, wad mak a breath, 

Thro' a that were within its reach; 

And, to their coſt, you'd gar them think, 

Afore you gae them back your drink, | 
| | That 
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That they, upo' the the Scottiſh plain, 

Had met the Deluge anes again; 
Which wad the matter juſt be crowning, 

For deil ane o them wad ſcape drowning, 

Or yet be fit to tak a dance, 

Hameo'er, to tell the news in France. 

And thus, I'm o' the fix d perſuaſion, 

You mith repel the French invaſion, 

Maintain at anes Britannia's fame, 

And gain yourſell a glorious name. 


It mithna be that far unfit, 

Were you to write to Mr Pitt, 

I'm very ſure, gin he but kent you, 

For ſic a deed he wad content you : 

Nor coud he ſae diſpleaſe the Nation, 
But get the thanks o ilka ſtation, 

As he mith weel be bauld to ſay, 

Twad fave a deal of ſoldiers pay, 

Their guns, and ither warlike ſtores, 

And keep them ſafe within their doors: 

In ſhort, 'twad prove a gen'ral ſavin', FE. | 

And hain the life o' mony a brave ane. | 4 


But, nae to carry jokes o'er far, | 


III here, I think, clap on the bar; 
M 2 Caſe 
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Caſe mair mith be miſunderſtood, ' A 
I think it beſt now to conclude, I 
And ſhall my tongue in filence had, 

But mean a few mair lines yet add, 

In caſe, thro' thoughts o gms and baniners, 
You- maybe think I've tint a' manners, 

Or that I fairly hae forgot, 

You wiſh'd wi me to hae a pot, 
In Shakeſpeare-ſquare, ſome canny e'en, 
To try my chanter, if in tune. 


Nae doubt, ſhe's mony times been better, 
But then, my friend, that maks nae matter, 
We manna ay think o' the morrow, 

An poor foks whiles maun drown their ſor- 
row. 


Sae, after a' aboon I've ſaid, 
To meet wi * I ſhall be glad; 
And, ance youre pardon d by my crutch, 
For it's nae mouſe to tig wi much, 
I dinna doubt nor we'll agree, 
And maybe ſing, and taſte the bree. 
Sae, I fall ſay nae mair e now, 
But, having gi'en you thus your cue, 


An d, 
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And, hoping you'll be mair deſervin', 
I'm Printer Shirrefs, and your ſervan'. 


SHAKESPEARE-SQUARE, 7 
Ep. Dec. 1796. 5 ö 


; SOME 
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SOME | 
ANIMADFERSIONS 


ON THE 


FOREGOING EPISTLE. 


BY WAY OF ANSWER. 


EAR Lap, whan yours came to my 
band, 
Nae doubt it pat me to a ſtand, 
To think how you, or ony breathing, 
Coud mak ſae muckle out o' naething. 
I ſanna ſay for your pretenſion, 
But ſure you hae a ſtrange invention ; 
Gif that's a gude poetic ſign, 
Amang the poets you may ſhine ; 
You firſt produce a famous crutch, 


To which you ſeem indebted much ; 
2 An' 
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An' truſty maun it be indeed, 
To hae ſae often ſav d your head. 
Whan a wee drap o' Aquavitz, 
Made neighbours rather cappernoitie; 
An' you'll hae me juſt like a flave, 
To cringe an' tremble like the lave. 
I thought it a gay funny letter, 
But kend our wife coud judge it better, 
I lute her hear't frae end to end, 
To ſee what anſwer I ſoud ſend : 
Said ſhe, I never foſter'd ſtrife, 
An' far leſs now whan I'm a wife ; 
But gin you let that fallow paſs, 
You'll want the ſpirit o' an aſs ; 
A pretty ſpeech it is indeed, 
To cringe to him to ſave your head! 
Mak haſte, I ſay, an' let him ken, 
You've callants maiſt grown up to men, 
Who, I am ſure, for haf a bidding, 
Wad lay him flat upo the midding, 
An' often have done greater tricks, 
Than fplit his ſtults to pudding-pricks. 


But, lad, I'm no inclin'd ava, 
To ſee your back laid at the wa, 
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But rather wad be unca wae, 
Gin you durſt nouther do nor ſay; 
An' I was thinking juſt yeſtreen, 
How you might blind the gudewife's een, 
Cou'd you but gar the carlin trow, 
You meant me for a poppy-ſhow, 
An' find the labour weel beſtow'd, 
For that wad gather heaps o goud, 
A woman coud be made a witch, 
Gin ſhe thought that wad mak her rich, 


But tell me, lad, what was your haſte, 
To grip me hard about the waiſt, 

E'en tho' I'd made a wee bit blunder, 
Soud I be made a warld's wonder = 
I ſcrimp coud ſing the Scotch Kail-broſe, 
Till your great wit wad met'morphoſe 
Ane to a giant, then a glutton ; | 
Syne, or a birky ſlack a button, 

You'll raiſe a fearfu' hue- an- cry, 

Here's ane coud drink the ocean dry; 
An' afterhend might fight the French, 
An' leave them nouther root nor branch. 


By thae encomiums I have gotten, 
Much to your praiſe may it be ſpoken, 
Whan 
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When you repeatedly avouch, 
That I ſoud tremble to your crutch, 
May this not prove to your conviction, 
That you exceed me far in fiction: 
Gif no, I'll lay my 'bacco-box, 
It is a mighty paradox. 


Indeed, I've often heard it told, 
A crutch did feats in days of old, 
When Border-louns did fok infeſt, 
An' bore away what they thought beſt. 
Yae night, whan Boreas ſharply blew, 
A band o' yon black thieving crew, 
Cam where there liv'd a ſturdy cripple, 
Who had gane out a wee to tipple, 
But ſcrimp had ſeen John Barley-corn, 
Whan they had Crumby by the horn; 
Poor Maggie roſe up frae the wheel, 
I trow nae graſs grew to het heel, 
Ay crying, Deil ſtap up your mow, 
The thieves have ſtoun away the cow; 
As ſoon as Kiſs-the-cap heard tell, 
He ſwore, gif ſhe ſtay d out o hell, 
_ He'd bring her back ſpite o' them a', 
His crutch coud execute the law ; 
1 Syne 
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Syne limp'd away, tho' it was dark, 
An' took a near road thro' the park, 
An' wan firſt to the mill-dam ford; 
Nor did he ever ſay a word, 

But crap right ſnug within a buſs; 

The thieves drave on, an' didna wiſs, 
Till's crutch amang the ſtanes play'd rattle, 
An' Stultie cry'd, Sirs, gie them battle; 
It was nae ſooner frae his mow, 

Than they took leg, an' left the cow. 


Now, I think you'll fill up his place, 
As you ſeem o' Goliah's race, 

Tho? no in ſtature, you inherit 

A mighty, ſtrong, gigantic ſpirit; 

I pardon crave for the expreſſion, 

Nae doubt it cam by tranſmigration, 
An' your fam'd crutch, it wad appear, 
Has catch'd the ſpirit o' a bear, 

As fierce as ony on the Alps, 

An can come on prodigious fkelps. 


An' gin you be ſae ſtout an fell, 

' You'd better fight the French yourſell ; 

Gif they do what they often boaſt, 

But ſet their fit upon our coaſt, | 
Coud 
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Coud you be where they chance to land, 
You'd them repel wi crutch in hand, 
Or ſmaſh them down as they were mice, 
Nor care a ſnuff about their price. 


An' when the wars are at an end, 

Some day, when J hae time to ſpend, 

I'll come down by to Shakeſpeare- ſquare, 
An' gif I chance to meet you there, 
Nae doubt you'll hae a weighty claim 

On me, to drink your welcome hame, | 

An' wiſh you routh o' meat and claiſe, | 

An' pith to ride aboon your faes. | 

D. CxAwronb. | 


HzertoT's Hosprrar, : 
June 1797. 


N 2 LINES 


LINES 
ON THE 


GLORIOUS VICTORY 


OBTAINED OVER 


THE DUTCH FLEET, 
ar 
ADMIRAL LORD VISCOUNT DUNCAN, 


October 11. 1797. 


HEN Spain an' Holland join'd the 
haughty Gaul, 
They ſwore by ſea an' land they'd conquer all, 
As luck wad ha' et, the French met Billy Howe, 
I trow to them he prov'd a WOrITy-COW. 

The Spaniards bluſter'd out the French to help; 
But Johnie Jervis gae them ſic a ſkelp, 


They 
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They ne er ſinſyne hae plow'd upo' the main, 


Nor dare they do't, or I'm right far miſtane ; 
An' by this time yon poor deluded Dutch 
May curſe the French that did them fas be- 
witch, | 
Syne led them on to ruin by the noſe, 
An' made Britannia's friends Britannia's foes. 
But they were ſtrictly watch'd by W 
Trollope, 
Who tell'd our birkies, coud they raiſe a gallop, 
An' come outby to him, he ſoon wad meet 
De Winter, cruiſing wi the grand Dutch fleet. 
Brave Duncan hurry'd out wi a his might, 
Nae dout it pat the poor things in a fright, 
When he ſaid, Onſlow, ſet your fit to mine, 
For a their ſtrength we'll break their battle- line. 
Onſlow ruſh'd on, an' brake them in a crack, 
He kend he had ſome thouſands at his back, 


Who weel coud ſhew the Dutch ſome Britiſn 


play, 


An' ſae they did, an' pay'd them weel that day. 


An' Captain Inglis, juſt our ain door-neighbour, 
Did pelt amang the louns wi a his vigour, 
Nae mair they'll grien to taſte his heavy 
mettle; : 
His wounds can tell he fought a bludy battle. 
Our 
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Our Britiſh heroes now hae cauſe to boaſt, 

While conquer'd Dutchmen mourn for what 
they ve loſt 7 

They fand our callants had right greedy grips, 

An' fetch'd away a gay wheen o their ſhips, 

For that De Winter gies the French the blame, 

He ſays, they wadna let him ſtay at hame. _ 


Now, poets a', on ilk fide o' the Tweed, 
| Encourage ſhepherds to tune up the reed; 
Sweet laſſes! join them wi your ſafter lays, 
An' gie Britannia's ſons immortal praiſe. 


TO 


BLIND MAN POCKET. 


OU RE as great villain o' a thing, 

As ever hung in chain or ftring ; 
Altho' ſome blockheads you can pleaſe, 
An' a' the while be telling lies. 7 
Coud maids enchant as weel as you, 
Auld laſſies wad be vera few, 
An' wee things wad be unca rife, 
Gin ilka birky had a wife; 
Had you but kept by gentlemen, 
Gainſt you I'd never lift the pen, 
Or e'en tho' you had ſhown your pride, 
By, dangling at a Lady's fide ; 

But 
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But when you meet a ragged fallow, 
An' find his judgement to be ſhallow, 
You'll tell him gin he want a watch, 


Nae laſs wi him will ever match. 
But I'm aſtoniſh'd mair to find 


Ho you impoſe upo' the blind; 


Now, ſay yourſell, gif this be right, 
To cheat a man that has nae ſight ; 
I'm ſure you'll no pretend to tell 

The hours by ſtriking on a bell; 
An' he's a greater gouk than you, 
Gif he thought you coud cry cuckow. 
His method I can underſtand, 

Is juſt to grip you by the hand; 

An' gif you do his feelings mock, 
He ſoud exchange you for a clock. 


VG -- 
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AL... 


A LANDLORD. 


The Author had taken a Garret from him to live 


in, where a view of the Sireet was intercepted, 
and a flat below remained unſet. He wiſhed 
to take the half of it, as his Wife was badly, 
and it was an amuſement to her to ſee the 
People walking along the Street. 


Ear SIR, I've thought frae time to time, 
To ſend you a bit ſcrape o' rhime, 
Ay when I ſaw TO LET abide 
Sae lang nail'd up on your houſe- ſide. 
You'll ſee I'm juſt like ane o“ thoſe 
Who ſinal look afore their noſe, 
Tho' mony houſes do appear, 
As gif they wadna ſet this year. 
The gentry's turn'd ſae vera nice, 
Auld ſprings wi them gie little price, 
O . 
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An' muckle houſes do prevent 
Thoſe that can gie but little rent ; 
Therefore the poor are often fund 
In cellars down aneath the grund; 
An' ablins, for to mend their eroſſes, 
Theſe are in dark an' dirty cloſſes; 
An' ithers, for to get the air, : 
Muſt climb up mony a weary ſtair, 
An' our Gudewife has me to blame, 
Becauſe I flew to this extreme 
She's but a poor conſumptive creature, 
An' ſoon maun pay her debt to nature; 
An' when ſhe douna tak the rock, 
Wad fain look down on ither fok. 
| Sae I do think, wad you begin 
An' mak twae houſes out o ane, 
This wad you tenants ſoon procure, 
An' your bit rent might be as ſure. 
I thought, tho' we were climbing high, 
To ſee the fok gae dand'ring by, 
But now it gies nae little pain, 
To find I was ſae far miſtane. 


- Therefore, gif you coud think i it meet, 


To gie us windows to the ſtreet, 
An' equal bounds, I'll no diſpute 


To gie ſome trifle mair in bute, 


( 17 ) 
An', lad, afore we diſagree, 
You'll haflins get your will o' me, 
An' my wife's bleſſings ſax or ſeven, 
To help you on your road to heaven. 


| . 
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' DAVID CRAWFORD. | 
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1 
| 


Ws ither people jaw away 
| About politics o the day, 
Or how the French an' Auſtrians play, 

Do oft rehearſe, 
Accept frae me this faint eſſay, 


In ruſtic verſe. 


I hail thee, poet frae the Tweed, 
Who now tun'ſt up thy aiten reed, 
At Caledonia s fountain-head, 

; | In ſonnets fas. 
$ | Wi a my heart I wiſh thee ſpeed, 
In thy deſign. 


Now, 
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Now, low amang ſurrounding urns, 
Caul i' the duſt lies Robie Burns; 
While for his loſs auld Scotia mourns, 


. And rives her duds, 
His name's high riſen to the ſtarns, 
Aboon the cluds. 


Then, Crawford, follow his example, 
An' o'er inferior poets trample, 
Ne'er ftan' at mountain, hill, or humple, 
"Tween you an' fame, 
But ſhaw the liſt ning world a ſample, 
Will raiſe your name. 


hae nae time a deal to ſay, 
But for you I'll ſincerely pray, 
As lang as Phoebus ſhines by day, 
| And night is dark, 
| Fam'd be the bard that rhim'd away 
At Heriot's Wark. 


Lang as the ocean ſwells in waves, 
Lang as the harveſt ſhows the ſheaves, 
Lang as the oak produces leaves, 

And tanners bark, 
May Crawford's name the bard ſurvive 
Of Heriot's Wark, 


( no ) 
As lang as I can blaw my noſe, 
Or ſcart a cog o oat-meal broſe, 
As lang as e er anither's woes 
Excite my pity, 
Till Death at laſt my een dal cloſe | 
Yours, Will, M\V1T1E, 


Lars, Oct. 31. 
1796. ; 


( nx ) 
AN 
ANSWER 
TO, 


THE FOREGOING. 


ARM-hearted Willy, I declare 
A friend like you is unca rare, 
I'm ſure I henna miſs'd my ſhare 

O' gude advices, 
Forby a weel-far'd pithy pray'r, 
That truly nice is. 


Lad, I can eithly underſtand, 
Wad ſome bra Lady grip my hand, 
She coud help me out o'er a ſtrand, 

Or hill or dike ; 

For women multitudes command, 

Whane'er they like. 


You 
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You ken as weel as I can tell, 
What caus'd Rob Burns ſae far excel, 
A Lady firſt hang vp his bell, 
An' pour'd in oil; 
Syne whae coud chime ſae ſweet an' ſnell Bm 
As th' Bard o Kyle. 


An' Ferguſon * was quite forgot 
By Ladies of ſuperior note, 
Sae he coud gae wi thread- bare coat, 
An elbows clutet, 
An' to appearance fic a ſot 
| As fools do flout at. 


Bra fallow ! he might juſtly claim 
The foremaiſt page in beuk of fame, 
Tho' few a- field, or yet at hame, 
| Did bid him ſpeed, 
Whill ſhaw'd their hearts (O fy for ſhame !) 
As cauld as lead. 


But I'm as blyth as blyth can be, 
That plowmen catch a Lady's ee; 
I plow'd a farm years nine times three, 
An' whae can ſay, 
But ane may caſt a bane at me, 
Some lucky day. 


An' 


* Mr Robert Ferguſon, the great poet. 
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An', for your kindneſs, Will. M'Vitie, 
Wad you but come unto our city, 
An' I the fortune hae to meet you, 
We ſanna part, 
Without a wee ſoup Aquavitæ, 
To chear our heart. 


Lang may you toddle but an' ben, 
Wi health an' ſkill to load the pen, 
An' ay hae fleſh, or a fat hen, 

Whereon to feed, 
An' be kept frae the goblin's den, 
When thou art dead. 


D. CRAWFORD. ' 


HxERIO T's Hosprrat, 5 
Nov. 9. 1797. 
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| Ta .. 
 ROUPING-WIFEs SPEECH, 


AT HER 


LAST INTERVIEW WITH A FRIEND. 
A SATIRE. 


I deareſt friend, now come away, 
Nae doubt but you'll be unca wae, 
To ſee how laigh I lie the day, 
Ay dreading ſkaith 
a Frae that auld formidable fae, 
: 7 W boſe name is Death. 


An' gif he catch me in his clutches, 
Oh! what will come o' a' this riches, 
Here's gowd an' filler i' my pouches, 

There's routh o' ware, 
It coſt nae little toil an' ſpeeches, 
To pit them there. 


But, 


(as) 


But, gif I maun gie up the ghoſt, 

I wadna wiſh my wit were loſt, 

For mony a thought it did me coſt, 
Baith night an' day ; 

Now, gude be thankit, I can boaſt, 


I've clear d my way. 


I ne'er coud hear the Sach coats tell 
About the gate to heav'n or hell, 
I'd rather ſee their lang tongue ſwell 
Like Æſop's frog, 
Or ſome miſhanter might them fell 
As dead's a log. 


But wow, I liket wondrous weel, 

Whan ſome gude ſervants to the deil, 

Fetcht gudes an' gear what they coud ſteal ; 
Thae loun-like fallows 

Gie ay cheap bargains, to conceal | 
Them frae the gallows. 


An' whan I roupet houſhold-ware 
You may be ſure I took gude care, 
That deil-a-ane ſoud get a ſhare, - 
But our ain fok, 
An' that's yae way, as I declare, 
To mak a ſtock. 


P 2 As 


(116 ) 

As you may eithly underſtand, 

We ſtack thegither like a band, 

Syne brawly kent how to demand, 
When we were ſelling, 


A ſaxpence war'd ay brought to hand 
At leaſt a ſhilling. 


I have a heart that coud endure 
To roup the blind, the lame, an' poor, 
To win my wages, an' ſecure 
- 3. The Landlord's rent ; 
Then leave them on the naked floor, 
& An' no relent. 


Their tears an' cries I wadna mind, 
An' to their waefu' looks be blind, 
But tell them, gin they had a mind, 
Might hang themſell, 
Then they a lodging ſoon might find, 
| | Where goblins dwell. 


Now, my dear friend, I've been right plain, 
In telling how I gather'd gain ; 
This houſe an' gudes are a my ain; 
But waes my heart, 
The thoughts I fear will turn my brain, 
That we maun part. 
5 The 


I . 


> » 


81 


( 17 ) 


The carlin now had run her race, 
As ſcant o manners as o grace, 
An' Death was cloſe upo the chace, 
An' drugs defy'd ; 
She wrang her hands, an' cry'd, Alas ! 
Syne grain'd an' dy'd. 


618) 


vs 
A TRIP TO EDINBURGH CASTLE 
ON THE 


QUEEN's BIRTH-NIGHT. 
— 


T fell upo the Queen's birth-night, 
Twae loyal brithers took a flight, 

An' lighted upon Edinburgh caſtle, 

Wi ane intent to weet their whiſtle. 

Within the room o' James the Sixt, 

Their doups unto a ſeat they fixt, 

Alang wi ane o' th' name o Grant, 

Then love an' liquor were nae ſcant, | 

Syne drank the health o King an' Queen, 

Juſt as they'd been afore their cen ; 


An' 


TCW 


* 


1 
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FA 


( 19 ) 


An' when they gat the tither gill, 

They ſet about the fniſhen-mill ; 

An' when the time turn'd weary lang, 
They did beguile it wi a ſang. 

Nane coud mair happy ever be, 

Than did appear the birkies three. 
The captain came to underſtand, 

Sic louns were come ſae near to hand; 
He ſent for them to come in haſte, 
An' eke his brandy bottle taſte ; 

As it ſtood ready on the table, 

He bade them drink what they were able, 
An' tak it by the word o' mouth, 

The only way to ſlocken drouth. 
They took a glaſs, an' then did ſing, 
Syne gae him a gude Highlan' fling, 
Whilk caus'd a laugh frae all around, 
The room did echo back the ſound ; 
An' when they finiſh'd had the joke, 
They gade away like ſober fox, 

Juſt ſtepping down the Caſtle-hill, 

Wi naething that had done them ill; 
Syne, when they came unto the Bow, 
A wee bit up aboon the how, 

They met a friend upo the road, 
Who gae to them a friendly nod; 


( 10) 
That nod did cauſe anither gill, 
An' yet they hadna got their fill ; 
But each o them gade dancing hame, 
That was a ſign they werena lame. 


10 


( 


1 0 


A FRIEND, 


1Vho wiſhed to have a Copy of the foregoing. 


| | png lad, I've ſent, as was propos'd, 
The lines I lately had compos'd ; 
Altho' they are no worth a boddle, 
They'll mind you o' a Loudon hobble. 

I wrote them at a fool's deſire, 

Another fool did them admire ; 

But you will ablins baith agree, 

An' count me greateſt o the three. 


Then, be it ſae, it is a rule, 
Better to fleetch than fight a fool ; 
Now, that's the way we ſhall accord, 
A gude tongue's thought a gallant ſword. 
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1 
TO THE 


LATE LORD ROCKVILLE, 


TO ACCOUNT FOR WORE. 


Lon, I flit juſt once-a-year, 
And now my time to move draws near; 
This night my landlord will be here, 
For a term's rent; 
If I'm not ready, he'll appear 
Right ill content. 


But if my Lord advance my pay, 

From Candlemas to th' end o May, 

The landlord then may come away, 
An' he will find, 


' Tl never need plead a delay 


While you're my friend. 
Therefore 


( 23 ) 


Therefore I'm right concern'd to ſee 
Yon fine new houſe they've built for thee, 
"Twill ſeparate my Lord and me. 
Upon. my word, 
Your Lordſhip's ſervant I could be, 
| While I'm CRAWFORD. 


22 TO 


( 124 ) 


10 
A SERVANT 


OF THE 


LATE LORD ROCKVILLE, 


Who left him, and took up a Grocery Shop i in 
Blair Street. 


OW, Jamie, you hae ta'en fareweel 
O' our gude friend, my Lord Rockville ; 
You might as weel hae bidden ſtill, 

An' gather'd clink ; 
You didna want gude meat your fill, 
An' ſoups o drink. |, 


At that bit ſtreet the fok ca' Blair, 

You're now begun to ſell ſome ware, 

I wiſh you get a gay bit ſhare 5 
O' ready caſh; 


Gif you get that, juſt had you there, 


An' beard ne er faſh. 


Now 
7 


( 15 ) 


Now, tak advice, and binna lack 
To get a wife to heat your back, 

Wi ſomething that can mend the pack, 
An' clead your board, 
Wi what coud mak your belly rack, 

She may afford. 


SACRED 


( 4 


SACRED TO THE MEMORY E 
OF THE 


RT HON. LADY GLENORCHY, 
WHO DEPARTED THIS LIFE, 
Jory 17. 1786. 


« The righteous ſhall be held in . 
remembrance.” 


H ! cruel Death, who can no pity ſhow 
To babes, nor youth, nor age, but all 
muſt know, x 
Whatever ſex or ſtation, ſoon mult yield, 
When thou with thy commiſſion tak'ſt the 


field. 
Here was a Lady of ſuperior birth, 


But far ſuperior in heav'nly worth; 
GLENOR CHT, ſay for me, if thou canſt tell, 
How far in theſe thy Lady did excel; 


( 197 ) 


I next appeal to thoſe whom ſhe has fed; 

Likewiſe, : the many naked ſhe has clad ; 

And add to both, the happy ſons of youth, 

Who, by her means, were tals the paths of 

truth; 

When join'd in one, I'm ſure you will agree, 

To tell her worth, youll ſay, is not in me. 

The love of Chriſt conſtrain'd this Lady's mind, 

To feed his lambs and ſheep ſhe was inclin'd, 

Eight diff rent chaples ſhe did build and buy; 

With goſpel-miniſtres did thoſe ſupply; 

That precious ſouls might feaſt on heav'nly 

food, ä 

She ſought out ways and means of doing good; 

Yet, notwithſtanding, Death did call her hence. 

To tell our loſs would baffle eloquence: 

Death could do nought but finiſh all her pain, 

To her to live was Chriſt, to die was gain. 

In life ſhe did her heav'nly Father's will, 

And now in death ſhe is with Jeſus ſtill. 

And when the angel's trumpet ſounds on high, 

She'll o'er death and the grave get victory; 

On the great day when her dear Lord ſhall 

come, 

With a ſweet voice he'll ſay, © I call thee home, 

Thou 


( 128 ) 


Thou faithful ſervant, of my Father bleſs'd, 
Thou of a kingdom now ſhalt be poſſeſs'd, 
Prepar'd for thee before the worlds were made, 
| And to eternity ſhall never fade ; 
Thy works of love how far they did amount, 
Behold them all put down to my account, 
Now thy reward ſhall be a glorious crown, 
Likewiſe a ſeat with me upon my throne ; 
As thou improved'ft much in grace divine, 
In glory's kingdom thou ſhall brightly ſhine ; 
New wonders of my love I will unfold, 
As thy enlarg'd capacity can hold.” 
| Methinks I hear the ſaint an anſwer make, 
Lord, not to me, but do thou glory take, 
Since I owe all to free and ſov'reign grace, 
Fll with my ranſom'd brethren take my place, 
And ſing a new ſong to the Son of God, 
Who loved us, and waſh'd us in his blood. 
And to his Father made us prieſts and kings, 
Be endleſs glory, who redemption brings.” 


Think now, my foul! you ſee the ranſom'd 


All cloath'd in white, upon Immanuel's land; 
And what a glorious company they'll be, 
Enjoying God to all eternity 


ELEGY 


(- 129 


CL SY 


ON THE 


DEATH OF W. 8. 


¶ ſincere Chriſtian, who died of a Conſumption. 


— - p— — — 
— — — 


ETHINES, I hear the faints of God be- 
moan 

The loſs of a dear friend, who now is gone; 

For truth injur'd he once held up his head, 

But now he's lying number'd with the dead; 

Or, rather, I ſhould fay, he fell afleep 

In Jeſus' arms, who will him ſafely keep. 

The better part aſcended up to ſing, 

The other part the Lord with him will bring. 

Who can expreſs the joy that was above, 

When he firſt taſted God's redeeming love ! 

With halleluias angels did conſent, 

To miniſter unto the heav'n-born ſaint ; 


R The 
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The Holy Ghoſt, whom angels do admire, 
Did kindle in his ſoul the holy fire, 
Which purifies from all prevailing ſin, 
And makes the ſaint all glorious within, 
The ſeeds of grace implanted then began 
To ſhow themſelves in the thrice-happy man; 
And in the faints he placed great delight, 
And ſerved God ſincerely day and night, 
The holy ſcriptures of all grace and truth, 
He took delight in ſearching from his youth; 
The promiſes did much rejoice his heart, 
And did new vigour to his ſoul impart; 
Then, like a valiant ſoldier, he did ſtand; 
And fight by faith, as Jeſus did command. 
Tho? often wounded, yet he overcame, 
And more than conquer'd by the bleeding 
Lamb; 
That he might be completely taught of God, 
His heav'nly Father laid on him the rod; 
By it his faith and patience did appear; 
A crown of life cannot be bought too dear. 
While many trials were fill'd in his cup, 
The everlaſting arms did hold him up, 
Which ſhow'd tht his afflictions were in love, 
And that his only portion was above. 
. His 


( 131 ) 


His courſe being finiſh'd, he muſt depart, 

The. righteous ſaw; and laid it deep to heart; 

His parting bleſſing, and his laſt farewell, 

Had greater weight than mortal tongue can 
tell. | | | 

But he much longed for the glorious day, 

When his dear Lord would bid him come away, 

And join thoſe who from tribulations came, 

To ſing the ſong of Moſes and the Lamb 

In goſpel-holineſs he's now complete, 

The battle's won, his foe's beneath his feet, 

And nothing more can ever him moleſt, 

For he is enter'd his eternal reſt. 


© There remaineth therefore a reſt to the 
Pe 72 7 of God, - 


R 2 10 


(m2) 
TO 


A Lak WOMAN, 


Who had gone to the Country with a Family, 
and wiſhed the Author to ſend her a Poent 
that would amuſe her 


Ear Lass, it's twenty years an' mair, 
Sin I wrote to the thoughtleſs fair, 

An' now I'm ſtraiten'd what to ſay, 
Whan my auld beard is turning gray. 
Whan I was young, an' i“ the faſhion, 
Some ſaid, love was a gen'rous paſſion, 
An' ſome did reckon it a treaſure, 
An' others a tormenting pleaſure ; 
But, for a further definition, 
Some ſaid it was a compoſition | 
Of hope, and fear, and jealouſy, 
Ihe laſt the ſtrongeſt of the three, 
But 


ad lan buns 


OY 


But hope's a virtue that doth laſt, 
An' is companion to the beſt ; 
An' true love, I do often hear, 
Has ay the upper hand o' fear, 
An' jealouſy is baniſhed, 
When faithful to the marriage-bed. 
They muſt have then a pleaſant life, 
Where there is found no cauſe of ſtrife. — 
But there is love, I underſtand, 
Required by a new command, 
Which ev'ry naughty lover wants, 
An' is reſerved for the ſaints, 
For which God's people often pray, 
That enmity be done away; 
For Jeſus' ſake, they do lay claim 
To love from all who love his name ; 
Its excellence cannot be told, 
It is more precious than gold ; 
And durable to that degree, 
It will laſt thro' eternity 

Set, then, your thoughts on things above, 
An' you will find that God is love, 
It ſtandeth firm upon record, 
In many places of his word, 


TO 


( 134 ) 


TO 
KK TRRIEND 
IN THE 


COUNTRY, 


Who ſent a Letter, defiring all the Author's Fa- 
mily to come out to his Siſter's Wedding, which 
was to be on the Friday before the Sacrament 

of the Lord's Supper in Edinburgh. 


—— ölJ— 
—— ——ä——Z: 


EAR FRIEND, you ſent us all a bidding, 

To come out to your ſiſter's wedding, 
Were it convenient, no doubt, 
There's ſome of us that would come out; 


But it is not; we have juſt now . 


A grander wedding in our view. 

Perhaps you'll know what I do mean, . 

The marriage-ſupper of the Lamb ; 
There 


* 
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There each of us would be a gueſt, 

At ſuch delightful goſpel-feaſt ; _ 
Gainſt Sabbath eight-days, in this place, 
We wiſh to ſee the Bridegroom's face, 
Which would great joy to us afford, 

If we were preſent with the Lord. 


Sent | 


( 136 ) 


Sent fram a Praying-ſociety, to a Miniſter of the 
| Gofpel, after he had made them a Friendly 
Fifi. 


—.— nn 
———äẽ — — 


OW, Rev'rEND SIR, you'll underſtand, 
We give you thanks with heart and 
hand, 

Becauſe your goodneſs did comply 

To viſit our Society, 

And did theſe precious moments ſpend, 
The love of God for to commend, | 
Extending to the human race, 

By means of free and ſovereign grace! 

And what a wonder muſt it be, 

Redeeming grace to flow ſo free, 

On thoſe who never more could merit 
| The graces of the Holy Spirit ! 
If And then moſt clearly you did ſhow, 
F | Buy what means grace is made to grow ; 

| Such as, the reading of God's word, 
| | And hearing ſervants of the Lord; 


Likewiſe, 


( 137 ) 


Likewiſe, the ele& do advance 

By ev'ry ſealing ordinance, 

Therefore the ſaints do theſe embrace, 

As ſpecial means of growth in grace ; 

And many bleſſings they do ſhare, 

By ſocial conference and prayer; 

And meditation makes them know, 

If grace in them is made to grow; 
And many ſaints experience | 

Much good by ev'ry providence, 

By theſe they're made to underſtand 

The operations of God's hand; 

And fore afflitions make them know, 
Their portion's not in things below, 
And ſome have left ir on record, 

| Theſe made them cleave unto the Lord. 
Now, Rev'rend Sir, ſince it is ſo, 
That all the ſaints in grace do grow, 
Pray that we may be more inclin'd 
To leave the things that are behind, 
And to walk on by faith and love, 
Till we come to the reſt above, 
And ſing with all the ranſom'd race, 
The wonders of redeeming grace : 

And we the God of grace beſeech, 
Fo-make you feel the truths you preach, 

| 8 3 And 


=.» 
And ſee ſo much in Jeſus name, 
As make you ſpread abroad his fame ; 
Moreover, may the Holy Ghoſt, 
Make all your labours to be bleſt, 
Until the coming of the Lord: 
Thus we do pray with one accord, 


AN 


AN 
ANSWER © 
7" 


AZLETER 


Received from one who complained of being fo 


much engaged in the toil and care of the 


World, as hindered Duties of a more im- 


portant nature. 


EAR FRIEND, by theſe you'll underſtand, 
That yours came ſafe unto my hand; 

Of what you therein did make mention, 

Deſerves my ſerious attention. 

No doubt but worldly toil and care, 

Occaſion many a lifeleſs pray'r, 

Of theſe there many ſad complaints, 

From mouths of the moſt worthy ſaints ; 

8 2 But 


k 
| 
| 
| 
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( us ) 
But thoſe who have enlighten'd eyes, 
Can ſee much greater enemies ; 
The grand deceiver, with his wiles, 
Sometimes he frowns, ſometimes he ſmiles, 
But never fails to work by art, 
On a deceitful, wicked heart. 
Therefore, we ſhould be on our guard, 
And uſe the weapons God prepar'd, 
Eſpecially the ſhield of faith, 
For to withſtand the day of wrath. 
The Chriſtian's never at a loſs, 
To come unto the Saviour's croſs, 
And there receive both grace and ſtrength, 
To give him victory at length. 
Behold the great apoſtle Paul, 
A noble pattern to us all, 
As in the ſacred volume ſtands, 1 
He labour'd, working with his hands; 
Let nought gave him diſquiet within, 
So much as the remains of ſin; 
It burden'd him with ſo much grief, 
He cry'd to God to ſend relief. 
The Lord did hear him from on high, 
And brought him off viftoriouſly. 
There's many ſaints about the throne, 
Were once, like you, oblig'd to groan, 


But 


( 141 ) 


But they fought on, and overcame, 
And gave the glory to the Lamb; 
And ſov'reign grace is juſt as free 

To creatures ſuch as you and me, 
Which ſaints in ev'ry age can prove, 
That GoD 1s EVERLASTING Love. - 


For we that are in this tabernacle do groan, 
being burdened.” | 


LINES 


Los 4 


LINES 


On reading an Introdufion to 4 Book, entitled, 
Dying Tuovaurs, by the Rev. William 
_ Crawford, Miniſter of the Goſpel at Wilton. 


HE Author was a ſickly man, 
And ſaw his life was but a ſpan, 

Which made him diligently work 

In God's vineyard at Wilton-kirk ; 

And all the time he had to ſpare, 

He ſpent in dying thoughts and pray'r, 

Expecting ſoon would come the day, 

He would be brought to mother clay ; 

At laſt he got more pleaſant fight, 

Than Moſes got from Piſgah's height; 

Canaan above outdoes it far, — 

There he ſhines like the morning-ſtar, 

And there he'll ever have abode, 

And be a king and prieſt to God, 


ODE 


on 3 
THE RECOVERY OF 


HIS MAJESTY 


FROM HIS LATE ILLNESS, IN THE 
YEAR 1789. a; 


[The following Poem was compoſed by a young Gentle- 
man, fince dead. I hope his ſurviving Friends will par- 
don me for inſerting it here.] 


I 


N ſongs of praiſe, . 
Ye Britons raiſe | 
Your voices, bleſs heav'n's ſovereign Lord, 
Who from difeaſe, ' 
Io health and eaſe, 
Our much loy'd Monarch has reſtor'd. 


II. 


ls 
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IL : 
The arm of Fate 
Hung o'er the ſtate, 
Britannia mourn'd her Monarch's caſe; 
Hope almoſt fail'd, | 
Deſpair nd. 


And „* in ev'ry face. 


—_ 


Unfeigned joy, 
Without alloy, 
Now fills our hearts, the nation rings; 
| Ranks high and low, 
All ſtrive to ſhow, 
How much they love the beſt of Kings. 


IV. 


May GEORGE alone 

L.—.oong fill the throne, 

His loyal ſubjeQs will obey ; 

May Trade increaſe, 
And Diſcord ceaſe, | it /\ 

And foreign nations own — 8 fray 


v. 


( 145 ) 
V. 
Gronon deigns to ſmile, . 
Our happy iſle 
Beholds fair Virtue teat her head, 
Good men and juſt, 


| Hill poſts of truſt, 
And Vice diſhonour'd ſeeks the ſhade. | 
VI. 
May Britain's crown, 
| Which is his own, 
Long flouriſh on his royal head, 
May he at laſt, 


When death is paſt, 
Receive a crown which will not fade: 
1 
God ſave the King, | 
| Let Britain ſing, | 
Let Ireland catch the lofty ſound, 
And people all, 


Both- great and ſmall, 
In Britiſh Illes with joy abound· 


8 "THB 


To think on what is paſt; 


THE 


FOREGOING, WAS SENT 


* - 
* 
” 
* . 
* 
* 


A FRIEND, 


Incigſed in the following Epiſtle, written im- 
mediately after the death of the Author's 
Wife and Three Children. 


L. 

[Ear Fanxp, I've trials undergone, 
Since I did write you laſt, 

And in ſome ſenſe I'm left alone, | 


F 


( 147 ) 


IL 
And learn of thoſe my courſe to ave, 
Who troubles overcame, | 2 


And now are rais d to thrones above, | 
And no more ſick or lame. 


_—_ 


The Author of theſe lines inclos'd, 
Once call'd on us to fing, 

And for our help a ſong compos'd, 
In praiſe of Gz0RGE out King. 


2 5 8 


Soon of this world he took farewell, 
And all its empty things, 

And now his ſong doth far excel, 
When praiſing KING or KinGs. 


V. 


Among the ranſom'd he doth ſhine, 
As he in grace did grow, 
His ſong compos'd of love divine, 


His pleaſures overflow. 


"TY | | VI. 


| | ( 48 ) 


VI. 


Would God be pleas'd to grant our lot * 
Among the heav'nly choir, 

Our troubles ſoon will be forgot, 
Which * grieve us fore. 
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